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Oh Woman ! Woman |! Loh Wink 3 
Sure Nature made Thee to temper Man. 
We had been Brutes without You. 

Angels are painted fair to look like You. © 


There's in You all that we believe of Heaven © 


Amazin 7 Brightweſ ſs, Purity and Truth, 
Eternal Toy, and everlaſting Love. 


"FW s Vin, Preſerv'd. 


Y ORK : Printed by Tross ar, 
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TO THE 
Gentlemen and Ladies 


2 2 
YORKSHIRE, 
KINGSTON pon Hull, 
And the TOWN of 
N EWCASTLE upon Tyne: 
| T4 2 
J 0 PEN A 
And the following Sheets, 
ARE HUMBLY DEDICATED 
y Their Obediot 


And mo3 Humble Servant, 


Joſeph Yarrow. 
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Subſcribers Names. 


N A. Mr. D. Bridges. 
* &#$$4%R John Acklom. Mr. Thomas Bridges. 

! #M+ Ar. John Adams, Mr. John Broadley. 
+ b M. Agar, f Hor Rv. Mr. William Bromby. 
Mr Thomas Akinſide. Miſs Brookes, 
Mr. John Alcock. My. William Brookes. 
ANONYMOUS. Mr. Stephen Buckle. 
/* 1.R.Archerof Weighton. Mr, Marmaduke Bullock. 
Mis Eliza bethArmſtrong. Mr. Charles Burbeck. 
Mr. Chriſtopher Aſh, Fun, Mrs. Ruth Burton. 
Mr. George Atkinſon. Mr. John Busfield. 
Mr. William Aynſley. C. 

B. i Benjamin Carr. 

R. Thomas Baildon. Mr. Matthew Carr. 
Mr. Tho. Baker, Myr. Robert Cecile. 
Ai, John Banks. Mr. John Cecile. 
Ar. Thomas Barker. Mr. John Chambers. 
Mr. Thomas Lacon Barker. Mr. John Chamier. 
Mr. Richard Barnett, Mr. William Chaplain. 
Mr. Robert Bee. Edward Charlton, Eſq; 
Mr. John Bentley. Rev. My. Clarke. 
Mr. John Berry, of Man-Edward Clarke, Eſq; 

CHESTER, 10 Books, Adr. Stephen Clarke, Fun. 
| Mr. Hugh Bethell. . Mr. Thomas Clarke. 
Mr. William Bethell, Ars. Clavaron. 
Mr. Ralph Betſon. Mr Joſeph Cliff. 
Mr. Charles Picbeck. Mr. Thomas Clough. 
Mr. Sylvan Bolton, Merc. Mr. William Coats. 


Mr. John Both. Mr. Zachariah Cockerill, 
Mr. Charles Brackenbury. Mrs. Jane Cook. 
Mr. M. Bridges. . John Cooling. 


Miſs Breary, Ab. ne Cs 
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Mr. Dennis Copeland. Myr. Fearnſide. 
Al.. Rich. Cordukes, Sen. Mr. J. Fearnſide. 
Ir. John Collins, | Ar. John Fearne, 
John Courtneys, E; Mrs. Mary Fiſher. 
Ar. Joſeph Craven. Ar. John Firth. 
_ Air. Thomas Crowle, Air. George Fleming. 
William Crowle. Dr. Forſter, 
2 Henry Currir. Ar. George Fowler. 
Ar. William Cuthbert. Ars. Diana Foxley. 


D. 333 French. 

R. John Dalton. | 

Ar. George Dalton. -ME Gn Gargrave. Mr. 
M,s, Elizabeth Dalton. Mr. Thomas Gent. PR 
M. William Dalton, Mrs. Alice Gent. 1 Mr. 
i.. Benjamin Darling, Mr. Richard Gibſon» Y Ar. 
Hir. Ben. Darling, Fun, Mr. Charles Gore. Vr. 
A.. Ralph valor Hr. Robert Greame. | Ar. 


. F Dawton. Mr. Charles Green. 
Jr. Michael Debaufre. Myr. John Greenvill. 


Ar. William — Ar. Emanuel Gregſon | Ar. 
Hr. Charles Dennis. Ar. Thomas Grimſton. ' 
} 


M-. William Denniſon, H. * 

fir. Thomas Dent, Fun, R. Samuel Hall. Ar. 
Hr. George Dinmore. Afr. Thomas Hall. 

N. john Dickſon, Afr. Richard Halſtead. I 

Hir. John Dilop. Mr. Thomas Hammond. { 

Ar. John . Ar Iſaac Hancock. 


Ar. ſames Dodſworth. Mr. Thomas Hardcaſt le. 
Ar. Henry Dryden. Mr. William Hardwick. 
Ar. john Dunn. Ar. Joſeph Hardwick, : 
Ar. Thomas Dunn. Air. John Hardwick, 
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Mr. George Harriſon. 

M* * Emerſon, Mr. George Harriſon, of 
My JohnEmmerſon, NewCASYLE. 

Mr. Jaſper Harriſon. 
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Mr. John Harriſon. K. 
Aiſs Haſlegrave. R. John Keed. 


© Ar. Samuel Haſlel. Ar. John Keld. * 
Urs. Headley. Ar. William Kelley | 
i Ar. John Healey. Alis. Mary Kenion. 

Mr. George Heartley, Mr, William Kettlewell. 

Mr. J. Hebden. Ar. John Kilvington. 

MN, s. Hebden. Mr. Richard Kippax. 


Lady Hildyard, 2 Boots. Mr. Harriſom Kitching. 
Ar. "William Hildyard. Rev. Mr, Knight. 
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Hr. Robert Hills. 1 
Mr. John Hill. R. John Lambert. 
Mrs. Hills. Mr John Lambert, 
Airs. Hobſon. of LeEDs. | 
| 2 Matthew Hockley. Ar. Robert Langdale. 
e. John Hopkins, of 4dr, Purbeck Langham. 
1 E 20 Books. Mr. Francis Laſcelles. 
Af. Richard Hopkinſon, . James Leathead. 
Ar. Mann Horſefield, Air, William Lee. 


Mr. J. B. Horleley. Mr. Lee. 
Ar. William Hotham. Mr. Henry Lee. 


A,, Villiam Hotham, Sir Digby Legard, Bart, 
| Mr. Edward How. Mr. Daniel Legat, of 
Ar. William Hunter, of Al BOROUGR. 
} Hur. Ms. Henry Lightfoot. 
. Mr. William Huntington. My, James Liſter. 
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Il. ö 1 = Robert Load{man. 
: 1 Mr. Joſeph Logg an. 
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. Mr. John ſarratt. 
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Mr. Edward Inchbold. Mr. Charles Mace; 


4. Thomas Johnſon. Mr. Richard Mackler. 
C. William Johnſon, Mr. H. Maiſter. 
. Thomas Jones, Nr. W. Maiſter. 
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I F. Meek. Mrs. Elizabeth Towel. 
Miſs Meeke. Mr. William Pewley. 
Mr. Frederick Mercier. Mr. Thomas Preſton. 
Capt. Merchant. Mr. William Preſton. 


Mr. Robert Metcalf. Mr. Marmaduke Pricket. 
Thomas MicklethwaitE/q; Mr. —_— Priſlick. 
Mr. James Milnes. ö 
1 William Morley. M5 fohn Rawſon. 
- Moore. Mrs. Mary Rawſon, 
Robert Moon. Mr. Thomas Rayney. 
My Timothy Mortimer. Mr. George Reynolds, 
Mrs, Judith Mountain. Afr. Henry Reynolds. 
Mr. Henry Munby. Mr. Thomas Richardſon, 
Mr. Thomes Moxon. Mrs. Elizabeth Roberts. 
Mrs. Moyſer. Mr. 'Thomas Roberts. 
N. Rev. Mr. Edward Robinſan, 
R. Nares. Fun. 
Mr. William Nelſon- Mr. J. x PETTY of HULL. 


Mr. Nathaniel Nelfon. Mr. Peter Robinſon, 


Ar. Robert Nelſon. My, James Robiuſon. 
Mr. William Nevinſon. Mr. Robert Romans 
Ar. John Newſham, Mr, John Roſe. 
HVirs. Mary — Mr. Peter Ruſſel. 
Mr. Thomas Ryder. 


R. [ Oates. 8. : 

Mr. Mark Ogle. R. Robert Sadler. : 

Mr. Thomas Oliver. Mr. William Sagg- ! 
P. Mr. John Sanderſon. q 


Rs Eliz. Pawſon. My. Henry Scot. 
Mr. Robert Peatt. Mr. John Scot. 


Mr. Percival. Mr. Thomas Scotchburyl, 
Ar. Charles Pearſon, Thomas Selby, £/g; 
Rev, Dr. Perne. Mr. John Sergeant. 

Mr. John Perrit. Mr. David Sewell. 
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Mr John Shields. Miſs Waite. 

Ar William Siddall. Rev. Mr. Wakefield, 
Ar. William S1mplon. Mr. Arthur Walker. 
Ar. George Sinclair. Ar. Thomas Walker, 


M.. Thomas Smart, Ar. Thomas Walker, 


Ar. John Smith. Ar. Richard Walker. 
My. Thomas Spooner. Ar Wilham Walker 
Me.. Samuel Stabler. PoNTEFRACT, 
Mr. Edward Stabler. Ar. H. Ward. 


41 Pop Staveley Ar. John Wharton; 


Mr. Valentine Stephenſon. Mr. H. Watſon, 

Ar. John Story. Ar. William Wellfleet 
Sir George Strickland, Bart. Ar. Thomas Wharton, 
Mr. ThomasSrangewayes. Mr, John Waitaker. 
My. Solomon Strologer. Mr. John White. 


1 William Sunderland, £/q; Ar. Thomas Whytehead 
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b Rev, Mr, Wickham, 
TR. Taylor, Mr. Robert Wilherfoſs: 
Ar. Will. Taylor. Ar. John Williamſon, of 
Ar. Abraham Taylor, of ScaxBorovGH, 

Duxuam, 6 Books, M.. Abraham Williamſon, 
My, John Telford. Rev. Mr. Rich. Wilkinſon, 
Ar. William Theakſton, Ars. Sarah Wilkinſon, 
Dr. William Thomas. Ar. John Wilkinſon, 


Ar. George Thempſon, Ar. Jonathan Wilkinſon, 


Dr. Thoresby. Ar John Wilkinſon. 
Mr. John Thornton, Ar. Charles Wilkinſon, 
Ar. Richard Thorpe. Ar. H. Willoughby, 
Ar. Henry Tireman. Air. John Wilſon, 
Ar. John Todd. Ars. Lucy Wilſon. 
Ar. Jeremiah Tomlin, Ar. Oldfield Wingfield; 
Aſs Treſon. Ar. Wiſeman. 

Ar. Edward Truſlove. Rev. Mr. Witham. 


Ar. William Tufnell, Ar. David Wood, Juniors 


Ar, Daniel Tuting Afr. Richard Woolfe, 


W. Capt. George Wray. 
NM AFR. J. Wadſworth, Ar William Wright. 
Mrs. Waide. Hr. Will. Wriggleworth. 
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They ever heard there was a Prologue joke 
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But faith you need not wonder much about it;; 
For nothing now a-days is done without it. IS 
The cr af'y Stateſman, with Ini nuation, 

H'ho clamours at the Grievance of the Nation 3 
His Mouth b 1 ſtops with Sugar- Sep Preferment, 
Which is allyx'd to have a ſcvereign Charm in 8 


He calts the Patriot Garment over bis Eyes, 
And then be ſecs no Harm in't. 

The Quack, that Torturer of Deſtiny, 

Who cures by Chance, and hills by Recipe ; 

Hig Bil, 5 with Ac its, Alc ulies and Shams, 
Expr eſs 4 by crabbed Ounces, Scruples, Drams ; 
/ tell you the Meaving on't, if you'll ha Mes 
R. Ratshang fron fies, and P. pray gay inc. 

Ms John the Phiz- Maler, with zealous Cant, 
bg” uud even move a Rock of Adamant 
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If you examine all that he has ſpoke, 
There's nothing in his- Oh « Lord but a Cloke: 


Nav, I my ſelf am but an outfhide Cloke : 


D'vou think I play for Pleaſure ? That't a ole. 
Or plugue my Head with Whims, or tragick Whiniug? 
Nu, Playing is the Cloke--But--Money is the Lining, 
This, in ſhort, is the Subject of my Theme, 

That few Things really are as they da ſeem. 
Our Playing's bad, yet ſeems with Fancy fraught ; 
Or appears good --- yet really is ſtarł nought. 
So where the ſcurvy Fault lies — if you ſmoke it, 
Think it but Outfide all -- and pray nom --Cloke its 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. ly 
Boasrwir, An old opinion. ited ö 
Country Gentleman, 


9450 x D, A Captain of 
Dragoon: 


Fl Ask, His Man, a pert Fellow. 


Corporal. 


Recruits, 


WOMEN Hy 


AUREL1A, Boaſtwit's Daughter, 
in 2 wird Wan 


O R, T H E 


WII of a WOMAN, 


AGE 4 
SCEN E, Boaſtwit's Hoyſe, 


Enter Gayford and Flaſh, 
Flaſh. M/ 
W lution hold of Riding ous 
| this Afternoon? 


Gay. No, I haye ſomg more partie 
enlar Buſineſs keeps me at home, 

Flaſh. May a Man preſums is gueſs, 
bir; without Offence | 


<4 


N Gay, 


E LL, Sir, does your Ref 


1 

Cay. Ves, ſince it may poſſibly re- 
quire a little of your Wit in the 
Management. 

Flaſh, I'm confirm'd, Sir, you have en- 
tertain'd ſome kind Thoughts of the Old 
Gentleman's Daughter, Mrs. Aurelia: 
I have obſerv'd the amorous Glances as 
you've fat at Dinner : How you have 
ſhut Fire at her from your Eyes; gaz'd 
on her till you've forgot what you 
were about ; given Anſwers as if you 
had been playing at croſs Queſtions, and 
ct your Fingers inſtead of your Meat; 
eall'd for Beer, and drank juſt in the 
ſame Place of the Cup that ſhe did. 


ATR TL VALENTINE's Day in a Morning, 


How filly a Mortal's a Lover ! 
What odd fooliſh Things muſt he do, 
The Warmth of his Flame to diſcover, 
And prove that his Puſſiom is true? 
For Women, capricious by Nature, 
In Love, of no Reaſon will hear : 
They torment and perplex the poor Creature, 
To att the wild Pranks of Deſpair 


Gaye 
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Gay. Thou haſt a penetrating Judg- 


ment, I find; and doſt convince me I'm 


in Love: But is it not very ſtrange I have 
been here this Fortnighi, and can't con- 
verſe with her, but by Signs ? 

Flaſh. *T will be difficult. Sir, to get 


aan Opportunity : Her Father hes had a 


ſtrict Eye over her ever fince you've been 
in the Houſe. I have had ſome Talk 
with her Maid ( with whom and me 
there is ſome Familiarity ) and ſhe ſays 
ſhe has ventur'd to commend you to her 
Lady without offending her. 
[Aurelia croſſes the Stage] 
Gay. That may be of Service. Ha ! 
ſee where ſhe goes croſs the Hall : I'll 
follow and ſpeak to her. Hark ye» 
Flaſh, do you wait hereabouts ; and if 
the old Gentleman comes this Way, be 
diligent. Amuſe him ſome how, while 1 


make uſe of this Opportunity. 


Exit Gayford. 


Plaſh. That is to ſay, banter the old 
Fellow, while I make Love to his Daugh- 
ter. A mighty ſincere Way of proceed- 
jog, truly | But ſo it is, we Wits (for 1 

972 1 B 2 muſt 
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muſt have the Vanity to think my 
ſelf one) generally meet with fuller 
Purſes than our own to find us Em- 
ployment, And Thanks to the Exam- 
ples of the World, I am not the 
ficit Politician who has carried Brains 
for his Maſter, 


AIR H. Tromas, I cannot. 


Tho' Invention be wanting, if Money s your 
: Bo ( Fr ie nd, 
Your Bufmeſs is eaſily done : 
For Lucre Ten Thouſand wou'd on you 
( attend, 
Aud through all ſervile Offices run : 
F Gold be in View, 

They'll ſwear to be true; 
Aud will all your Defires objerue : 
But if your Purſe fail, 

Never hope to prevail ; 


For tis That, aud not you, whom they 


Odſo, the old Gentleman! Now muſt 1 


put on a wonderful grave Face, and talk 


Nonſenſe very circumſpectly. 


f. if 
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Enjed 


of your Worſhip's Garden was the beaue 
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Euter Boaſtwit, 


Yonr Worſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
 Braſt. O! Mr. Flaſh | how d' ye? 
how d' ye ? Where's your Maſter ? 
Flaſh. I believe he's walk'd into the 
Garden to take the Air, Sir. 
Boaft. Very well, very well: I am 
going co ſpeak to my Daughter ; and 
then tell him J ſhall be at his Service. 


[ Going, 

Blaſs. BoW] x G.] Your Worſhip has 
the Keputatioa of the wiſeſt, worthieſt, 
beſt Gentleman in theſe Parts. Pray, 
Sir, does your Worſhip think there's 


any likelihood of a Peace between the 


Turks and the Ruſſians ? 
Boaſt. Ha! ha! ha! Turks and Rag 


fans | What have you or I to do 


with either ? 


Flaſh. Your Worſhip will pardon _ 
Curioſity; for you are all Goodneſs, 1 
was juſt thinking the Paterre at the End 


rifulleſt Thing I ever faw of che Kind. 
Baaſt. 
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1 Boaſt. What a Digreſſion is here, from to 
== the Turks and Ruſſians to the Paterre 
i in my Garden! 1 
ll Flaſh. 1 hope your Worſhip will for- L | rec 
" give me, I have never had an Oppor- x 2 
ll: tunity to thank y.jur Worſhip tor my g V 
4 generous Entertainment here. 198 
I Boaſt. Thou'rt welcome, thou'rt wel- 14 
Is come. Flajb, fay no more on't. Go to q li 
ll the Butler, and get a Glais of Wane aicer 8 
| thy Dinner. 
1 Flaſh. The ſpreading Branches of your y 
I Worth p's Generofity overth.dyw the x0 
i humble Soil of my Gratitude Bar if I 1 
Will thought I ſhould not he coo bold, I t 
I would defire one Favour of your 
1 Worſhip. N 
Boaſt. Hey l what is it ? Speak, F 
Man ? HE 
Flaſh, Your Worſhip is abundantly ae 


too good to pardon this Intrufion : ) 
But I dare not lay ſo great an Obliga- 3 


tion to my Capacity ; which, added to 
other Fayours, will wholly deprive me I 
of the Power to make your Worſhip # ; 


Bouf 


* 


Prcamble; and tell me what chou aſt 
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Boat. Prithee, have done with this 


to ay; I'm in haſte. 

Flaſh. Your Worſhip's humble Ser- 
vant, I dare hardly be fo bold, tho' I 
rely much on your Worſhip's Goodneſs. 


u 1 preſume to ask how long your 


orſhip's Lady has been dead! 

Boajt, How long my Worſhip's Lady 
has been dead ! Did ever one hear the 
like ? I rook him for a Fellow of 


| good tolerable Senſe. 


Flaſh. J was afraid J ſhould kindle 
your Worſhip's Anger at the Candle of 
my Tgnorance : But I hope your Wor- 
ſhip's fingular Diſcretion will extinguiſh 
the Snuff of Impertinence, 


Boaſt. Zooks ! the poor Fellow's mad; 


he has been reading ſome vile Poetry ; 


ſucked in the Venom of ſome unrighte- 


ous Play-Books ; and * te > poyſoned his 
Underſtanding, 


Enter a Servant, 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Manſon's Steward 
k going, and defires to take leave of you. 


ä 

Boafs. Odſo ! I had forgot him: 1 
muſt go ſend my humble Service to 
my Lord. 

[ Ex. Boaſtwit and Servant, 
FLASH alone. 

Flaſh. This was Iucky : For, in 
ſhort, my Aſſurance and Fund of Inven- 
tion were both near exhauſted. Hows- 
ever, tho' this old Gentleman fancy him- 
ſelf very wiſe, I don't doubt, fince we 
are in for it, but thoſe two Qualifica- 
tions will gain our Point, ſpight of 
his Care. 


Al R III. Weave cheated the Parſon. 


By Impudence what mighty Things are 
( obtain'd, 
N. bich no Rhetorich without it could ever 


( have gain'd : 


Zo0k around into every Condition and 


( State, 
1 I find 71s the readies Road to bs 
( Great : 
Au as Money "tis true, 
m priucipal View, 

1 obtain it it 1 muſt their Example Purſue: 
Exit: F As H- 
Enter, 
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Enter Aurelia and Gayford after hoy. 


Aur, Either I love this young Sol- 


dier, or my being debarr'd the Liberty 
of his Converſation makes me cover 
it ſtrangely ; Pve been cloſe Priſoner 
ever ſince he came into the Houſe, and 
never have feen him but at Meal 
Times; and yet Reſtraint does not 
leſſen my Concern for him, 


AIR IV. Glide ſwiftly on. 


Dear Cup ip, thy Aſiſtance lena, 
And eaſe my anxious Heart; 
A ſympathetick Paſſion ſend, 
And wound him with thy Dart, 


Ha ! he follows me. This does nor 


diſpleaſe me at all. 


Gay. Pardon me, Madam, I have 
preſumed on your Solitude. I'm come 
to ſollicit you in an Act of Mercy; 
*is the Releaſe of a Priſoner confin. d 
at your Suit 

C Aur 


WT 


1 
Aur. At mine, Sir ! The Gentleman 
muſt have Recourle to the Law then. 


Gay. Iwou'd be more Charity, Ma- 


dam, to allow him Articles of Com po- 


fition, fince he fairly contetles the Debt, 


and humbly ſues for Favour, 


Aur. Oh ! no Compounding without 
Advice of Council, Sir. But pray what 
melancholy unfortunate Perſon is this ? 
For I'm an utter Stranger to all Affairs 
of that Nature. 


Gay. My Concern, Madam, ſp ſpeaks a 
near Friend of mine. 


[ S1ghs. 
AIR V. Twxrvp Side. 


When hot Rays ver a Flower extend, 

It aruops and ſeems dead for a Time, 
"Till Ref reſbieut of Showers deſcend, 

It revives, and looks [fill in its Prime: 
So J. by Love's Anguiſh oppreſt, 

Wl hen ſirugeling Cares did ariſes 
Relieve the ſad Pain of my Breaft, 
And aijpiay the bright Sun of your 
(Hes. 
Aue 
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Aur, Your Heart ! I've had 'fome 


fuch tooliſh Tmagination in my Head 


from your Behaviour. However, S1', if 
it will aequit me of further Trouble, 


I willingly releaſe the Priſoner you 
ſpeak of. 

Gay. Only the Trouble of receiving 
the Incumberance you have on it, Ma- 
dam ; Love is a kind of an honeſt 
Dealer, and will pay as far as tis able. 

Aur. I'd rather, methinks, Sir, this 
Suit were fairly dropt between us ; or, 
if I ſhould be perſuaded to procced, 
how ſhould I be aſſured you won't 
make uſe of falſe Evidence ? 

Gay. By your being Judge in your 
own Cauſe, Madam; and, I hope, if I 
have your own . Voice for it, you'll al- 
low my Claim co be juſt, Ha |! I 
hear the old Gentleman; I mut 
withdraw, 

Aur, Well, Sir, Lm without Hopes of 
having Time to decide this Matter now 
but III take it into Conſideration, ſome 
other Time you may expect my An!wer, 
Your Servant, Sir. 

Ca, .AIR 


E 1 
AIR VI. Laſs of St. Oſych. 


O Charmer, hear my Moan, 
My Boon do not deny; 

I you'll not be my Own, 
Tour Martyr I muſt die: 
R-nember that my Love, 

To you was ever tue; 
I can't my Paſjion move, 
'Tis fix't "till Dgath on you. 


If you mv Life will ſave, 

Kecerve me in pour Arms ; 
Or fink me in my Grave, 

A Viilim to your Charms: 
And when I'm dead and gone, 

Let this then be your Guice; 
Enorave it on my Tomb, 
For you I liv'd and ay d. 

| Exit Gayfoid. 

Aur, A pretty Fellow, pray Cupid I 
ben't down fight in Love with him. 

| Enter Boaſtwit. ] 


My Father here! What comes into my 
Head ? a 


Boaſt. 
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Boaſt. Daughter, I was coming to talk 
to you. 

Aur. My Duty, Sir, was juſt bringing 
me to you to impart a Thing of Moment 
to you. | 

Boaſt. Ha | what is it ? 

Aur. You have entertained a young 
Gentleman an Officer in your Houſe. 

Boa. I have ſo — well — what of him? 

Aur. Pray hear me patiencly Sir: I can't 
tell how ny Conduct privileg'd him, but he 
has had tlie Confidence to make Love to me, 

Boat. What is't I hear ? Oh Ingratitude! 
he ſhan't ſtay an Hour longer in my Houſe; 
not a Moment lonyer. 

Aur. Don't diſcover this ſudden Paſſion, 
Sir; but ſeem to take little Notice of it 
till you find an Opportunity to get rid of 
him handſomely ; eſpecially ſince my Duty 
has prevented all Danger. | 

Bo.3/t. No, no, no, he ſhall go, I ſay; he 
ſhall march, Bag and Baggage, I am wiſe 
Dau?hter ; very wiſe, and won't be over- 
reach'd ; the antient Family of the Boaſt- 
wits never was over-reach'd, He is a dan- 
geious Fellow, and may compaſs his Ends 
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.one Timeorother, if he has ſuch Thoughts 


in his Head, There are Things call'd 
Charms, Bribes, and Love-Powder ; there- 
fore he ſhall go, I ſay ; he ſhall 
march. 

Aur. Conſider, Sir, he's a Gentleman, 
a Soldier, and may reſent ſuch Indignity. 

Baaſt. Why then, I'll be wiſe &1l, 
Daughter; like a prudent Monarch, III 
keep the War out of my own Dominions ; 
he ſhan't invade me. at home. I retpe&t 
the Cloth as much as any Man; but I 
don't care. to be plundered by them. 


Aur. But ſuch a rath Proceeding, Sir, 
may give People Room to ceuſure me. 


Baaſt. I don't care, I tell you; I don't 
care, I ſhan't be fate, while he makes 
his Campaign hereabouts: But he ſhall 


ſtrike his Tents, and march immediate- 
ly from hence; and fo Ill this Mo- 
ment tell him. Make Love to my 
Daughter ; 
8 Exit Boaſtwit. 
AUR EL IA fſola. 
Aur. So I have purchas'd my Li- 
berty by this Stratagem; but have loſt 
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15 ] 
the Uſe I intended to make of it. How- 
ever 't has freed me from Suſpicion; 


7 


and that's one Step in my Defign. 
AIR VII. De'el take the Wars. 


Thus when the Sea 1s in an Agitation, 
 Ts'd too and fro by the wav ring Wind, 
It much reſembles my preſent Situation, 
Aud the Concern of my anxious Mind : 
Grant that the watchful Lover, 
May my Defizns diſcover, | 
And with all his Diligence attempt to ſet 
( me free; 
Tf Fate auſpicious prove, 
And crown our mutual Love; 
Inſpir'd by ſoft Alarms, 
PU fly into bis Arms, 
And none, none ſo bappy then can be as me. 
Exit AURELIA 


Enter Flaſh with a Chak Bag, Gayford 
beating him. Scene a Grove. 


Gay. Sirrah, I'll make you ſenſible of 
ra Fault, and beat you till you tell 


ruth, 
Elaſhy 


[ 36 ] 


Flaſh. Alas, Sir | I'm ſenſible 'tis for 


telling Truth, which you've fairly re- 
corded on my Shoulders ; bur, if I had 
known your Mind, 1 could have told 
you a ſwinging * or Iwo ; that 
the old Gentleman is infinitely well 
pleaſed you have a Paſſion for his Daugh- 


ter; that your Mulirels is a very kind 


faithful Lady, and tcok great Pains to con- 
ceal your Deſign from her Father; and 
that all this came about by the Wheel 
of Fortune; or, if you pleae, Sir, you 
may bateve that 1 diſcovered it —— 
But really, Sir 

Gay. No, I'm a Coxcomb, a vain Aſs, 
that could hope to ſucceed there ; had 
ſhe receiv'd me coldly, I ſhould have been 
leſs out of Countenance ; but to diſcover 
it to her Father ! looks ſo d ſdainfully, 
it ſhocks me. Then here's a Rogue roo 
adds to ihe Story, that I'm forbid the 
Houſe, 


Flaſh, Sir, T but publiſh the Truth; 
and if you don't believe me, here comet 


=o vid Man to ſatisfy you, 


Enter; 
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Enter Boaſtwit, 

Boaſt. Your Servant, your Servant, 
Captain. 

Gay. Vour humble Servant, Sir. 

Boaſt. No, Sir, yon are my Davghe 
ter's humble Servant, I proteſt I wonder 
how ſhe could refuſe fo well built. a 
young Man; I'm atraid ſhe reveal'd it 
to me to difſemble her liking ; ha | bal 
ha ! Harkee, Sir, have not I uſed you 
civily, and entertain'd you like a Gene 
tleman in my Houſe? Ha! 

. Gay. Yes, Sir, you have laid greater 

Obligations on me than my humble 
Thanks can pay. 

Boaſt. Very well Sir ; very well | And 
you in Return would fteal away my 
Daughter ! Now did you really deſign 
me the Honour to become my Son in 
Law ? 

Gay. I muſt confeſs, I did, Sir, 

Boaſt. Sir, your moſt humble Servant 
he Honour was too great, I do aſſure 
ou. But pray, Sir, ſince we are er ter'd 
into Conference * this Affair, what 
Eſtate may you have 


D | ay, 
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Gay. I'm a younger Brother, and have 
no Eſtate but my Honour, 

Baaſt. Better and better, frank * 
honeſt ! Pray, what Fortune might you 
expect wi h my Daughter? 

Gay. Ten Thouſand Pounds. 

Boaſt. Hum! And what Jointure do 
you deſign to make her ? 

Gay. My Love, 

Baaſt. No, I dont like that! there are 
too many ſtarve on that Jointure already : 
Now I'll warrant ſhe, like a perverſe co- 
vetous Baggage, expects a Settlement e- 
qual co her Fortune. The Girl comes 
of a wile Generation ; 'tis not in the 
Fate of the Boaſtwits to be over reach'd. 

Gay. Well, Sir, I confeſs my Error, 
and want of Merit to deſerve her, and 


ſhall give you no farther trouble, 


Baſt. Why, that's well ſaid. Here 
I had forgot too, ſhe has ſent you 
back the Letter you bribed her Maid to 
deliver. That is a Copy of it ; ſhe 
keeps the Original, leaſt you ſhould 
have che Confidence to deny what you've 


done, Let me ſee, let me fee--- © I 
- . d expect 
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« expect you will be ſurpriz d and 
ſo forth, Gayford. Ay, this is it ; there 
Sir ! Your Servant, your Servant. 
Exit Boaſtwit. 

Gay. The Letter, I brib'd her Maid 
to deliver! What Myſtery's this ! I ſent 
no Letter, A Woman's Hand ! By 
Cupid, it muſt be her own. 

Flaſh. Read it, read it, Sir: I don't 
rightly comprehend the Matter; but I 
have ſome pleaſing Ideas about it. | 

Gay. [Reaps.] *I expect you will 
« be ſurpriz'd at this Proceeding ; in 
* which, I confeſs, you may think me 
“ to blame : But it Love be what tis 
« feign'd to be, from the Merit of a 
« fincere Paſſion, there ſtill may be Hopes 
« for the aſſiduous Gayford,” Tis ſo; 
ſhe has certainly amuſed her Father out 


of Policy ; and ſent this to excuſe her- 
ſelf, and "undeceive me. Dear, kind 


Creature ! Td give all Tm worth to 
be 1atisfy'd. 

Flaſh. Say you ſo, Sir? Come, ad- 
vance for Encouragement : III hazard, 


cho) it be a Drubbing ; and I'd rather 


D 2 my 


[ao 1 


my Fate depended on any thing than a 
Vonan's Conſtancy, 
Gay There, there are five Guineas: 
Fil make 'em Ten if we ſucceed. 
Flaſh, A handſome inne Fee 
Five more you ſay, Sir + Remember 


your Promiſe, Let me think a little - 


Oh! I have it---- Pray, Sir, do you go 
and get your Letter ready, while I pre- 


pare my ſelf for this Exploit. 
[ Exit Flaſh. 


Gay. Shine but auſpicions on me, 
Fortune ! I have no more to ask. 


AIR VIII. Cutoz be kind. 


Great God of Love ! my Ardour cheriſh | 
Grant that my Hopes ſucceſsful prove 1 

Let not ſo true a Paſſion periſh, 
But crown with Jay my conſtant wy. 


Enter Aurelia and Liddy, 
Aur, Well, Liddy, T ſhall marry this 
Mau when all's done, 
Lid You had better marry him, Ma- 
dam, before all's done: But, methinks, 
| . after 
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after what you've done, tis odd to 


talk on't. 
Aur. O | thou'rt a filly Girl, and 


can'it not penetiate into the Fallacy 


of the World. I tell thee every thing 
J have acted has advanced the Buſineſs ; 


for while my Father does not ſuſpect me, 


T ſhan't want Opportunities to bring my 
Deſigus about with my Lover. 

Lid. I tear you'll find it difficult, Ma- 
dam ; for your Father's very cautious, 
and examines ſtrictly who comes and 
goes. 
Aur. So much the better; he'll be 
the eaſier deceiv'd, I'll try the Wit 
of a Woman for once: I tell thee, Girl, 
I do Jove this handſome young Soldier, 
and muſt and will have him, Nay, and 
what ſeems moſt ſtrange to you, my Fa- 
ther himſelf ſhall tell him fo ; the very 
how, where and when he ſhall have me. 

Lid. Nay, Madam, you have ſurpaſg'd 
my little Wit already. 

Aur. Aye, aye, thou'rt a ſhallow 
Creature. Come, fing your laſt new 
Song ; every Thing is pleafing now 
that has the Sound of Love in it. 

AIR 


7 2 
AIR IX, A new Tune. 


Love is a pretty, pretty Thing; 
little God; a little Ring; 
Soft and eaſy are his Chains, 
All is bieſt where Curip reigns. 


Jz ss 1x Da, 50 ſhe cruel be, 
Nor let's my Paſſion move ber : 
dare not wiſh my Heart were free, 

it is ſo ſweet to love her. 


Enter Boaſtwit and Flaſh diſeuiſed. 
Boat. Here, Daughter, Mr. Cockbrain 
has ſent you a Preſent by this honeſt 
Fellow. | 
Flaſh. My Landlord, Madam , gives 
his humble Service to you; and has 
ſent you ſome young Pheaſants and 
Patridges. 
Aur, Take them, Liddy, and carry 
them to the Cook. 
[ Exit Liddy, and returns. 
Flaſh. Madam, Madam 
[ Shews à Letter. 
Booſt. Well, and how does Mr. Cock- 
brain, Friend? Ha! 
Flaſh 
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Flaſh. Thank your Worſhip ; I left 
him well ; he was going a hunting. 
Madam, Madam. Aſide. 
Boaſt. A hunting: Why, I thought 
he had been laid up with the Gout. 

Flaſh. Sbud, I ſhall betray my ſelf. 
He has been bad, Sir ; but hes mend- 
d : Madam, Madam ! | Afide.] 

[ Aurelia takes the Letter, 

Aur. Ha ! what does this mean ? 
Q' my Life 'tis Gayford's Man ! How 
I admire him for his Contrivance | 
[ Opens the Letter.) I find he has 
conceiv'd me right. ----- Now for one 
Stratagem more · I am amaz'd ! What's 
here ? Gayford ! 

Flaſh, What a Plague does ſhe mean 
now ? 
Aur. See, Sir ! if this confident Man 
has not had the Prefumption to ſend me 
a Letter, notwithſtanding what has been 
ſaid to him! 
Flaſb. Ha ! Death ſhe has Auen; 
yer'd all again ! | 
. 5 Im aſtoniſh d at his Impu- 


9 
Flaſh. 
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Flaſh. So am I too. Sbud, would 
I could get into my Basket, and carry 
my ſelf away! Dear kind Creature, 
with a duce ! Wou'd I were out of 
her dear kind Hands 
Boaſt. Hark ye, Sirrah, Sirrah, Sirrah | 
How came you by this Letter ? 
Aur. Come by it, Sir + Why, 'tis his 


own Man. 


Boaſt. Hay 
[ Looking at Flaſh, 
Flaſh. A Devil of her Tongue ------ 
Would ſhe'd be ſpeechleſs an Hour or 
two: I'm in a fine Pickle. 


Boaſt. O deviliſh Rogue ! Sirrah, 


T'll have you carbonaded with a Coach' 
Whip, and pickled after it: I will fo, 
Aur. No, pray, Sir, let me beg his 
Pardon ; without doubt his Maſter has 
commanded him to't. But pray tell 
your Maſter he's miſtaken in me all 
this while; I'm not che e. be 
a me for. 

Boaſt. Aye, go, Sirrah, and; tell bim 
he s an impudent Fellow; go, get 
9 you 
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you gone, you Rogue, and thank my 
Daughter. 


[ Exit Flaſh, 


Aur. J thought, Sir, he had told vou 
he would deſiſt in his fooliſh Purpoſe, 
and give me no further Trouble. 


Boaſt. Why, I proteſt ſo he ſaid; 


but there's no Beliet in Man. Well, 


'tis a wicked lying World we live in; 
a confident Age 


A IR X Loxpo is a fine Town, 


Oh ! Lying's ſuch a Faſhion grown 
Among all Sorts of Men, 

Collect the Words of all the Town, 

There's ſcarce one true in ten : 

For Lawyers, Cits, nay Dapper Wits, 
In this Point all agree; | 

One ies by Priviledge of Trade, 
Aud 7 other for bis Fed. 


— 


E Aur: 
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Aur. I muſt confeſs Sir, I never knew 
ſuch Aſſurance But I hope, Sir, my Con- 
duct in this Affair, has given you an 
entire Satisfaclion of my Duty. 


Boaſt. It has ſo, my Aurelia; and 1 
will repoſe ſuch Confidence in thee, 
thou ſhalt keep the Writings of thy 
Fortune in thy own Hand; thy Uncle's 
Will, and the Deed of Settlement that 
gives thee 4000 Pounds at the Day of 
Marriage. There, take my Keys, and 
lock 'em up in thy own Cabinet ; thou 
do'ſt inherit the ancient Wit of thy Fa- 


mily; the Boaſtwits have been wiſe for 
Many Generations. 


Aur. So, this is half my Purpoſe ef. 
fected, now to improve it; nay, Sir, this 
is not all that confident Man attempted 3 
he has been ſo bold as ſend me Word 
he would be ready with a Friend or (wo, 
at Candle-Light this Evening, to receive 
me from the Parlour Window over the 


Garden, arid convey me from = jea- 
lous Ey d Father. 


Boaſi. 
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Boaſt. Oh! unparalell'd Impudence l 
Was ever the like heard 

Aur, I can't tell how ſlighuy you 
may think of it, Sir; but you can't ima- 
gine how much I lay it to Heart. 
Boaſt, J do believe thee, poor Girl! 
how tender ſhe is ot her Duty! but pri- 
thee don't grieve, don't fret thy ſelf a- 


bout it it; let me alone I'Il rattle him 
off. 
Aur. Do, Sir, and tell him from me, 
that if he offer to come there, he ſhan't 
fail to be met with. | 

Boaſt. I'll warrant thee, T'll give it 
him home ; but prithee don't venture 
thy ſelt abroad while he remains here- 
abouts. Leave it to me, I'll try who has 
moſt Wit he, or I.--Jcalous Ey'd Father! 
A Dog, I ſhall ſee him hang d. 

Exit Boaſtwit. 


Aur. Well, I warrant you wonder at 


this too ? 


Lid. Yes by my Troth Madam, I'm 


Hur: 
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Aur. Go, you Ideot; is nor this better 
than being lock d up ? Beſides, have I 
not by this Stratagem got Poſſeflion of 
my on Fortune ? which is above half 


the Buſineſs effected. 


Lid. 1 muſt confeſs, Madam, I begin 
to have a Gueſs at your Meaning ; but 
what could you deſign, Madam, by the 
Story of the Parlour Window ? 

Aur. Thour't a ſhallow Wench, I find, 
why, the Deſign is, that it he has but 


half the Apprehenſion I hope for, he'll 


know my Meaning by it, and come at 
the Time and Place appointed. 

Lid. What then, Madam ? 

Aur. Why then, Fool, I'll venture all 
to go along with. © Ui And now you 
undexſtand me, I hope 


AIR XI. The Twitcher. 
Fm, Gayford prove true, 
Then Father adieu, 


To your Locks aud Reftraint there's an 
For what Woman can bear (End, Sir; 


The dark State of Deſpair, 
When a blooming young I fangs 


er, 
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Lid. But, dear Madam, I hope you 
won't leave me behind you, 


Aur. That would be a terrible Thing 
indeed. Come along, Girl, 


Men to rule over us can ne'er be fir, 
Since I'll ſoon prove we Women have 
( moſt Wit. 


act 1 EH Jwcitxne L 5 


i; Enter Gayford, finging. 
AIR XII. Young PulLokEr. 


HAT can this charming, 
To Love alarming, 
Falſe Inconſtant mean? 

She kinales-up the Fire, of ſoft Deſire, 
Then quenches it again: , 
Thus when the Air, ſerene and fair, 

Freſh Warmth and Vigour gives; 
*Tiil Clouds ariſe, obſcure the Skies, i 
Our Soul the Change receives. " | 


All my Spring Tide of Hopes ſunk Y 
again, even to an Ebb of Deſpair |! C 
What can this dear charming fickle 0 
Woman mean .? A perfect April Day, 
when a Man may as ſoon gueſs at the 


Wracher, as at her Humour : Firſt to q 
encourage 4 
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encourage my Addreſs, and then reveal 
it 'to her Father ; next to impoſe this 
Scroul on him to excuſe. herſelf ; and 
now to reveal my Letter, is what I 


have not Cunning enough to compre- 
hend. 


Enter Boaſtwit. 


Baal. So, Sir, your Servant, your 
gervant, Captain. Hark you, Sir, are 
you not a very impudent Fellow ? 
= 

Gay. What you pleaſe, Sir. 

Boa/t, What I pleaſe, Sir ! — I am 
not pleaſed ; nor ſhan't be pleaſed. 
J fay, Sir, you are a very impudent 
Perſon, 

Gay. Your humble Servant, Sir. 


Boaſt. Zoons, Sir, a Ruſh for your 
Service: I want none of your Ser- 
vice; nor my Daughter neither, Sir. — 
Did not you tell me you were con- 
vinc'd of your Error, and would deſiſt 
in your Purpoſe; and I don't know 
what idle Stuff beſides ? 


Gay. iis poſſible I might, Sir, 
| Boaft. 


= [ 32 

ut:  Boafſt. Is it fo, Sir? And is it not poſ- 

lf ſible for one of you young Fellows to 1 
|} | keep your Words ? Muſt every Body be A 
N treated like your Taylor and your Semp- 1 
IWR ſtreſs? x 


WHY AIR XIII. Ladies of Loxpox. 4 


1 Toung Fellows of late, 
18.0 0 Are ſo impudent grown ; 4 
\| (4088 . They regard neither [ 
9 Honour nor Conſcience : | 
„ For afier they've cheated 1 
| And bubbled the Town, 
Their Debts they repay $ 
With bald Nonfenſ: : * 
They lie and they ſwear | 
To put off the iil Day, $ 
And protelt that their 
Rents are not due, Sir; 
But if the Tear round 
Du ſhould wait for your Pay, 
Not one Word would you find a 
They tell true, Sir. 1 


Bat come, thour't a pretty Fellow ; don't 
be an Aſs ; 1 tell you, tis a perverſe 
Baggage, 


1 Wo 


I 3370 
Baggage, and won't be caught; my own 
Child to à Hair; a right Baaſtunt | Pri- 
thee don't cudgel thy Brains any more 
about her. 


Gay. I believe I ſhall cake your Coun- 


ſel, Sir. | 


Boajt. Why ay, do, ſhe won't be ſtole, 
Sir ; the Parlour Window won't do ; it 
really won't, Captain; and yet it was a 
well laid Plor. Subtle Rogue ! this Eve- 
ning at Candle-light, with a Friend or 
two, ready to receive her. Was't not 
ſo, Captain? Ha, you cunning Toad 
3 
Gay. Ha, by all that's charming ſome 
Plot of her's. L Ajade. 

Boaſt. Nay, don't be ſurpriz d at the 
Diſcovery ; but try her, try her; ſhe 
bid me tell you, you ſhan't fail to be 
met with, --- ne'er fear, ſhe'll leap into 
your Arms, and run away from her jea- 
lous ey'd Father. 

Gay. By Venus 'tis ſo! O the Subtle- 
ty of Woman! Hold, let me not forget 


at Candle- light. 
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Boaft. Poor Fellow, he has ſome Grace, 
I find, he bluſhes at it; tis pity to 
teize him any longer; well, Captain, (ball 
I tell my Daughter you'll be punctual ? 
Poor Girl! ſhe'll impatiently expect you. 

Gay. Pray tell her, Sir, I have been 
apt to put a-reng Conſtruction on her 
Actions; but now I'm better convinc'd, 
and will certainly obſerve her kind Re- 
monſtrance. 

Boaft, Why, that's well ſaid x be ſure 
you do then: I'll tell her what you 
lay ; poor Fellow, marry my Daughter 

Exit Boaſtwit; 
Enter Flaſh. | 

Flaſh. Well, Sir, what News? I ſaw 
the old Gentleman go from you. 

Gay. Conqueſt and Joy, Sirrah ! She's 

my own. Methinks I have have her in 


my longing Arms, ſoft as my Sighs, _ 
wanton as my Wiſhes. 


Alk XIV. Ye Nymphs and Sylyan Gods! 


How fweet the Charms of Love, . 
That do my T ranſports move, 
While folded in her Arms, 
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No Danzer me alarms, 
But the Height of Bliſs I prove 
To find the lovely Fair, 
Who long bas been my Care, 
Prove kind and true at laſt. 
(Since Doubts can't annoy ) 
Gives me Extacy of Foy, 
My Senſes do employ, 
And totally deſtroy 
The Thoughts of Sorrows paſt. 


This Evening at Candlelight ſhe bids me 
be ready to receive her from the Parlour 
Window over the Garden, to convey het 
from her jealous ey'd Father. 

Flaſh. Faith, Sir, I have ſo lately 
eſcap'd a Cudgelling in this Affair, that 
you muſt pardon me, if I don't give 


that Credit to this Relation that it may 


poſſibly deſerve. | 
Gey. Nay, the more to confirm, ſhe 
ſends me Word, ſhe won't fail to meet 
me, and will impatiently expect me. 
Flaſh. Yes, Sir, and diſcover it to her 
Father, who won't fail to ſalute you 
with a Blunderbuſs, to return che Ci- 
vility of your Viſit Women are very 
myſterious, Sir. 
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you receive Orders from me. 


L 36 ] 


AIR XY. Molly Mog. 


If you truft your Repoſe in a Woman, 


I mate my ſelf ſure you're deceiv d: 


For they keep their Promiſe with noMan, 
If Experience can be but believ'd. 

If you will on this Frolick command me, 
By my Duty Im forc'd to obey ; 

Til try if my Courage will ſtand me, 
But faith, Sir, I'd much rather flay. 


Gay. Then I may ſuppeſe, Sir, you 
won't venture your ſweet Perſon in this 
Enterprize with me. 

Flaſh. Faith, Sir, l am loath to ftick 
ont where there is any Honour to be 
got ; but I have no great Opinion of 
Succeſs in the Matter. 

Cay. Well, Sir, you may wſe your 
Pleaſure ; but where are the Corporal and 
the Recruits? they'll be of Service to me. 

Flaſh. They are drinking below 
Stairs, Sir. | 

Gay. Let em have "7 to encou- 
rage them, and keep them together till 
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Flaſb. I ſhall, Sir. 


Exeunt. 

Enter Aurelia and Liddy meeting. 

Aur. Well, Liddy, is every thing in 
Readineſs ? : 

Lid. All, Madam, ſecretly convey'd 
into the Parlour Cloſet ; and the Gar- 
den Door left a-jarr for him, 

Aur. That's well; if he does but 
come now, ( as certainly he will, if my 
wiſe Father has given him the Hint) 
farewell Solitude and Fetters, and wel- 
come Love and Liberty. Here, Girl, go 
put theſe Writings with the other Things; 
and ſet the Parlour Window open foi a 
Signal. Away, here's my Father. 

Lid. I will, Madam. 

Exit Liddy. 
Enter Boaſtwit. 

Aur. Well, Sir, have you ſcen this 
confident Man ? 

Boaſt. Ay, ay, I have le&ur'd him 
off, Girl: I have given it him home; 
he'll ne'er trouble thee again, I believe. 

Aur. I hope you'll be miſtaken tho! 
{ Au And did you tell him, Sir, of 
* Aſſurance to offer to ſteal me away ? 

bis. Baalt. 


— 


l 


Boaſt. 1 did. Odd ! I would you had 


' heard how I banter'd the poor Rogue. 


Hark you, ſays I, Captain, Captain, the 


Parlour Window at Candle- light won't do; 


it won't, Sir; it really won't; and yet 
I bid him try; for, ſays I again, ſhe bid 
me tell you, if you came you ſhan't 
fail to be met with. I rallied him to 
Death. Odd! when I ſet my ſelf to it, 
I defy any Body to be wiſer or cun- 
ninger chan me. 


AIR XVI. Of a noble Race was Shenkin. 


A Boaſtwit in this World, Sir, 
Ne'er once was yet deceiud ; 
For by our Wit 
All Men are bit, 


"7 1 may be believ'd. With fal, lal, &c. 
Aur And was not he aſham'd of him- 


ſelf ? An audacious Man! 


Boaſt. Yes, hang him, poor. Devil! he 
look'd very fooliſh on't, that's the Truth 
on't, Odd I pitied him, and could not 


find in my Heart to teaſe him any longer. 


Aur, Could he fay nothing for himfelf ? 
g Boafts 
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Boaſt. Very little, very little, poor 
Fellow ! He bid me tell you, he had 
made a wrong Conſtruction of your Ac- 
tions; but was now better convinc'd than 


ever, and would certainly obſerve what 
I had deliver'd. 
Aur, So then, he apprehends me, I 
find: I hope, Sir, what you have ſaid to 
him has been ſufficient to let him know 
my Thoughts; for I'll aſſure you I am 
very uneaty 'till I am fatisty'd. 
HhHoaſt. Prithee don't be troubled, Child. 
Troth, I believe the poor Fellow will 
mind what's ſaid to him for his good; 
but if he rather chuſe ſome Lipid 
Horſe-Pond, or verdant Oak, to ſpeak 
in the Lover's Stile, c'en let him have 
his Will, — Odfo ! I had forgot to 
Night, being Holy-day-aight, I promiſed 
the Servants a Fiddle, and leave to dance. 
- You'll let your Maid be one, I hope. 
Aur. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall but juſt help 
me with my Night Cloaths, and I'll ſend 
her to them, 
Team Aur. aad Liddy, 
Boaft. Do, ſo; do fo, I love to encou- 
rate thir Mirth, provided ic be harmleſs, 


— 


at - Would 


L 4 1 
Would this deviliſh Fellow were at 
Aleppo for me, he has ſo diſordered my 
Family. Exit Boaſtwit. 
Enter Gayford and the Recruits. 
Gay. The Candles are lighting in the 
Houle ; tis now the Time: I have tried the 
Garden-Gate, and tis open; that's a good 
Omen ; and I have placed my truſty 
Centinel at the Corner of the Wall for 
fear of a Surprize. Hark you, if any 
Body falls in your Way, make em Priſo- 
ners of War, that they mayn't alarm the 
Enemy. Come along, Gentlemen. 
[ Exeunt omues. 
Enter Boaſtwit and Servants. 
Boalt. So, I am for reviving the an- 
tient Cuſtom of our Country, when Men 
of Eſtates encouraged Mirth and Hoſpi- 
tality in their Families. Come, James, 
fing me my favourite Song, then I'll ſee. 
Fatk. dance his Hornpipe, and ſo leave 
you © your en Give me a 
Chair. ? 
Serv. AIR XVIL Black Joke. 
Gallants they may talk of London Town, 
. {aiming in Coaches, and Chairs aß 
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To Opera, Ball, and Maſquerade; 
T aoubt thoſe People muſt have little Wit, 
Whoſe Taſte ſo polite no Enjoyments can hit, 
Unleſs by th Indulgence of Idleneſs ſway'd: 
Recreations more ſweet 
Sure the Country can bring, 
When the Birds and the Flowers 
Salute the freſh Spring: 
Nay, at Night when Work's done, 
We with Pleaſure can dance 3 
And as warmly as they 
We can loomgly glance, 
Whew we fix our Delight 
Ox a blooming freſh Maid. 


After the Song, Smith's Hornpipe. ] 


Enter another Servant, 
Serv. O ! Sir, Sir ! 
Beaſt. Ha ! - Why, what's the 
Matter ? 


Serv, I want Breath to tell you ; my 


young Miſtreſs, Sir ! my young Mi- 


ſtreſs ! = 
Boaſt. My Daughter | ſpeak quickly, 
Sirrah, ſpeak. 
Serv. O Sir, as I was going into the 
| Garden, to get the Cook a little Parſley, 
G I faw 


bw 
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I aw three our four Men carrying her 
along : By this time they are quite 
gone off with her. 

Boat. Oh, my Child, a Rape! Trea- 
ſon ! Thieves! I'm plunder'd, get me 
my long Scimiter : Arm yourſelves, and 
follow me. It muſt be theſe ravenous 
Caitiffs, theſe Dragoons. For the future 

I'Il give no Quarter to any Thing in 
Red, tho' it be but a Maukin in a red 
Petticoat. 

Exeuut. 

Euter Gayſord, Liddy, Au relia, and 

Recruits. 

Aur. Well, Captain, you ſee I've ven- 
-qur'd to truſt my ſelf in your Hands, 
1 hope youll be tender of my Re- 
putation. 

Cay. To ſhew you, Madam, I deſign 
-honourably, T intend to reſign the Truſt 
to the next Prieſt ; and I preſume my 
Man has one ready by this Time. 


Aur. Why you would not be ſo mad 


as marry me? 


Gay. Faith, but I will tho', Madam, 
the firſt Thing I do, if it be but to free 
you from Suſpicion. | 

ATR 


* 
As — rr "Co * 
8 . 1 . St * 6 > 
— Oo Ord Leto, Ve 


St 


[ 43 ] 


* AIR XVIII. »Twas within a Furlong, 


ure Since you, my Dear, are kind, ; 

* And bave all my Doubts remov'd ; 
ca- Tou ſoon ſball know how truly, 
me 9 How tenderly I lav'd : : 


and 1 N 's Jf at be my happy Fate 

4 11 To enjoy the married State, 

_—_ * With you, my Treaſure ! O my Pleaſure 
n Then will be compleat. 


red , Let Rovers through Inconſtancy 
1 Their gulty Joys purſue; 

_ 1 Ay Flame ſincere and laſting : 

2 ? Shall ever be for you © 
Typen baniſh all Deſpair, 

en- = And bid adieu to Care; 

ads. Love never couſing, 

Re- Still increaſing, 
. Shall attend my Fair. 

| 2 

= | 1 Aur. And run the Hazard of having 

my neer a Groat with me? 


1 Gay. All Hazards, Madam, I am not 
nad 3 mercenary ; tis only your Perſon I covet. 
* | Aur, Nay, ſince you are ſo generous 
Captain, I can't in Honour refuſe going 


Hong with you. Exeuni. 
lick S 2 + Enter 


R 
Fe Enter Corporal. 
Corp. What a bloody cold Commiſſion 
has my General ſent me to execute ? But 


thus it is; a Man can never be remarka- 
ble for Courage or Conduct, but imme- 


diately he's detach'd on the moſt difficult. 


and dangerous Affairs. I ſuppoſe he hopes 

to gain the Victory without Bloodſhed; 
otherwiſe it's I kely I ſhould have com- 
manded the main Body, and he ſtaid with 
the reſerved one: Bit, Thanks to my 
Boldneſs and Intrepidity, the thund'sing 
Cannon daunts not me : Fate cut me out 
for a Soldier. 


Q 


ATR XIX. Miller of MaNsFIELD, 


How merry a State does a Soldier poſſeſs, 
His Lanalord to bilk, and bisWife to carreſs. 


On Aſſurance alone he dares boldly rely, 
Ana the ſiiff formal Modes of the great Ones 


L 4ejy, 


What tho MariialRules ifObedience he lack. 


Should licence a Cane to be laid on his Back, 


Folks greater than he can as humbly obey, 


But alas] all the Difference lies in the "94 
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Methinks this Captain of mine ſtays 
long too; I hope he has not deſerted. 
[ have often heard of Men running from 
their Colours; but never of a Capuin 
that run from his Company, except in 
2 Battle. Zoons, what have we here! 
'T his can't be our Army by their Lights. 
O Lord ! its old Squire Boaſt wit What 
(hall L do now ? My Heart fails me ; 
beſides, there's no getting from them 


Would I were in the Mouth of a Can- 


non in good earnelt (provided ſhe were 
not charged) to get rid of them. There's 
no Remely left but Policy: I'll e'en 
counterfeit my lelft drunk. 
Enter Boaſtwit and Servants. 
Boaſt Come along, I ſay —— ha! 
here's one of their Accomplices; 


bim, I charge ye; if he refuſes, knock 


him down. 


Corp. Why, how now, Gentlemen- 
no Incivility, I hope ---- you're late out 
to Night ; bur 'tis fine Weather, and faith 
that made me be out too. 


Boaſt. The Rogue has got drunk for 
Joy. Sirrah, T'll have you hang'd ; you 
have help'd to ſteal my Daughter. 


— >. 


* 
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Cort. 


ſeize 
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Corp. Goo Lord, what a ſtrange 


World this is ! Your Daughter ! Why 
now I never knew you had one. 

Boaſt. Sit rah, confeſs where my Daugh- 
ter is, or Til have you put to the 
Torture, 

Corp. If I muſt confeſs, I muſt ---- 
Bur I would not have you credit me ; 
for by this | Hiccup.] (Lord how my 
Stomach is loaded ) I know no more of 
her than I do of the Emperor of Mo- 
rocco. | 

Boaſt. There's nothing to be done with 
this Raſcal; lock him up in the Coal- 
Place till he be ſober; and ſome of you 
follow me to the Captain's Quarters. 

Liddy croſſes the Stage. 

Ses v. See, Sir, where Mrs. Liday, my 
young Lady's Woman goes. | 

Boaſt. Ha! purſue the Baggage: Tl} 
blow up the Town but I'll find them. 

Exeunt omnes. 


Re- enter Liddy running, meets Gayford 


4 and Aurelia. 
4 How now, Girl, what's the 
Matter 2 8 
Lit 


— 


lent poor Girl. —_— 
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Lid. Oh, Madam, my old Maſter un- 
luckily law me as I was coming 
along, and has purſued me. 


Aur, Well, my Heart never fail'd me 
*till now. 

Gay. Fear nothing, my dear Aurelia. 

Enter Boaſtwit and others. 

Boat. Ay, there he is; ſeize him, 
I fay. 

Gay. Hold, Sir, I am prepared to re- 
ceive you' ; but before we proceed to 
Hoſtilities, let's parley a little. 

Boaſt. No, Sir, you have violently 
raviſh'd my Daugliter from me; and 1 
will hear no Terms till ſhe is ſurrender'd. 

Gay. The firſt Article I except againſt; 
for while I have her Conſent, I reſolve eo 


maintain my Right and Title to her. 


Boaſt. Tis falſe, ſhe did not conſent, 
would not conſent ; you have got her a- 
way meeily againſt her Inclinations,---- 
Oh Aurelia ! Aurelia ! 

Aur, Alas, Sir, I was but one poor 
filly Maid amongſt ſo many Men; what 
could I do ? 


Boaſt. I knew thou would'ſt not con- 
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Aur, Can you forgive me, Sir? I Knzels. ] 

Boaſt, Ay, ay, I do forgive thee with 
all my Heart. 

Aur. Then I muſt let you know, Sir, 
this naughty Man maile me marry him, 

Boaſt. Hey | Married! Oh, my Child! 
Til ſue a Divorce: I'll trounce him 
chro- all the Courts in Chriſtendom ; 
the Law ſhall do thee Right, Leave him, 
1 ſay. 

Aur. Alas, Sir, I dare not for my 
Honour's Sake conſent to leave him 
now ; and, methinks, Sir, I begin to 


love him, and can't be very happy with- 


out him. | 

| Boaſt. Are not you a vile Fellow to 
delude a poor Girl fo ? But take her; 1 
won't give you Groat with her. 

Aur. Nay, Sir, you were pleaſed to 
give me the Writings of my own 


Fortune, and he has got them trom 
me too. 


. Boaſt . Ha ! am I over-reach'd then ? 
Let me think. 


Lid. Ves, Sir, the Family of the Boaſt. 


_ - Wits is over- reach d for once, 
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AIR XX Do not 28K me Charming. 


of Cunning never hank, Str, 
Since now "tis plain your'e bit: 
You find it to your Coſt, Sir, 
'Tis wrong to brag of Wit, 
'Tis wrong to brag, &c. 


Baaſt, Hold your Tongue, you Slut! 
And, Sir, you are reſolv'd to maintain 
your Right and Title to my Daugh- 
ter, and her Fortune ? 

Gay. As to her Fortune, Sir, I'll de- 


liver you the Deeds; do with them what 


you pleaſe, and ſtill remain dependant, 
But my dear Aurelia nothing ſhall di- 
vorce from me, 

Boaſt. Why, that's generouſly ſaid; I 
begin to like him to). Down on your 


| Knees, you inſinuating Raſcal, and riſe up 
my Heir apparent. 


Gay. This kind Surprize, Sir, brings a 
double Welcome. Thus Fortune's ſtill in- 
dulgent to her Offspring, Love; and hence 
let Men give Way to Female Policy. 


For to our Shame it now muſt be confeſt, 
Whate er we think, e Woman's Wit is beſt, 
H 1 
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AIR XXI, Sure Marriage is a 
fine Thiog, 
GAY. 
My Joys are new compleated, 
| Aiid all my Fears are over ; 
Fal, la, lal, Ge. 
Adieu Deſpair and Fealouſh, 
Yowll ne er torment me more. 


| Fal, la. 
With Wit and Beauty thus aaorned, 
How happy ſhall I be ! 


Aud all my Care, my charming Fair, 
Shall be to pleaſure thee. Fal. 


Since my Father has prov'a kind, 
And my Lover been ſincere ; Fal. 
1 have nothing left to wiſh for, 
Nor ought J hope to fear. Fal. 
Tho once I have offenaed, 
Pray, Sir, believe me ſtill ; 
My future Time ſhall be employ'd, 
Always t'obſerve your Will. Fal. 


r 
Tou ve had your Pardon granted, 
But one I have io ſue, Fal. 


En 


Aud that is for the Poet, 
Kind Gentlemen, to you, Fal. 
He ſays, That if this Trifle, 
Gives you the laſt Offence, 
He'll to the Nam? of Author, 
For ever quit Pretence, Fal. 


BoAST. 

T have boaſted of my Wit, 
But alas ! it was in vain, Fal. 
Tm afraid you'll think that Error, 

J now purſue again. Fal. 
Fair Ladies, to your Fudgment, 

1 now ſubmit my Cauſe ; 
And at your Feet I caſt myſelf, 
For Cenſure, or Applauſe. Fal. 
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| Money 

. | Is Father 

On the CHARMS of be in 

5 | | Whig 
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2 IS u a Charm that does command Mankind, 1, libe 

A greater Friend than this, you ne er ſhall Ju left 75 

On meſi Occaſions this will ſurely eaſe ye; an © | 

For if you've Money. all Men ſtrive to pleaſe ye. wiſely 

What will not powerful Money do, or undo ? ſure . 

Money will make a Chriſtian turn a Jew. 

A ſiaunch Fanatick for Money will turn Roman; 

And oft, teo oft, makes Man turn to - Woman : 9 


. 
3 


For bis the Money makes fo many Men miſcarry 
Pray Pardon the Miſtale —- I mean to marry. 
Money is the ad pant for ugly Faces ; 
if Celia's rich, ſbe has « thouſand Graces. 
Though in ber Face chere not. one good Feature, 
The Fops wil cry, — 
Damme, Madam, You Fe an angelick Creature ! 
Money 
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ey will tempt. an 37 Maid to ſport ; 
Wy obtains a Friend in every Court. 
7 Rolli, Exchequer, King's Bench, Common-Pleas, 
ing with the Lawyers ran prevail like theſe, 
Miracles have been done by Golden Fees. 
Money Mankind will toil and fweat ; 
I Father will the Son, the Son the Father cheat: 
Wy tbo in Party Arguments they rend and tear, 
Wh Whig and Tory in one Mind are here, 
cr cenary Whore whom you bave kept from flarving 
* all your Money's gone, won t reimburſe one fartbing. 
on the contrary, will firive to ſhun ye, 
, /ike 2 Fool, ſhe bas fript you of your Money: 
M I'm tedious, and you Hou d think me rude, 
an old Tale briefly I'll conclude. 
wiſely in our Hands the Caſh we keep, 
ſure that after us, the World will creep. 
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Parting LOVERS Pre 

A SONG, by Capt. DRE ADNOUGHT, in the 4 Nov 
Leros 


Character of à Captain of an Engliſh 
Man of War on Taking of Porto-Bello, J An 


(COME, my Lads, with Souls befitting, Wl N 
Let Us never be diſmay d Pre 
Let's revenge the Wrongs of Britain, pt 

| n( 


And ſupport Her injur'd Trade. 
The true Spirit of the Nation, 1 May 


In Our Honeſt Hearts We bring ; * 
Trae, tho' in an humble Station, | * 
To Our Couwrxr, and Our KING. | 
Stain no longer ſhall aſſume, Bop, | Len 
The free Ocean as her own: |F Far 
Fer the time at laſt is come, Boys, pe. 
We've their Top-Sails lower d down, W The 
Tho in Politicks conteſting, 6 | Ne 
Round and round they. veer about; 9 This 


All their Shifts and. Manifeſting, : 
We will wich Our Broadſides rout, | ; 


iy 


1 


Hark /! the Britiſh Cannon thunders 
Sce, my Lads, ſix Ships appear 

Every Bruton, ating Wonders, 
Strikes the SoutherngWorld with Fear. 


Porto-Bello, fam'd in Story, 

th Now at laſt ſubmits to Fate; 
11h | Vernon's Courage gains us Glory, : 
o. fi And His ""_ proves Us Great. 
ing May all Ere/fþ Lads like You, Boys, 
9 Prove on Shore true Hearts of Gold; 
1 ain To their King and Country true, Boys, 
And be neither bought nor ſold. 

; May the Lanamen, without Party, 
Ny act like Brethrea of the Flood ; 

1 , To one Cauſe alone be hearty, 
os And be That for Britain's Good. 
_ W thro” all the mighty Ocean, 
AR ö h' Engliſb Croſs ſhall Honour find; 
: 1 as Wave can feel a Motion, 
wo Par as Flag may move with Wind: 


The inſulting Monarch, ſhewing 

No Regard, ſhall humbled be : 
This old Truth of Britons knowing, 
as They are 5 Brave, They will be Free. 


Tit 
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TRUE- BLUE and Nancy. 

3 | oO be ga--zing on thoſe Charms; | 1 
0 To be fol--ded in thoſe Arms; Tr. 
i Io u---nite my Lips with thoſe, 


Whence eternal Sweetneſs flows ; 
To be lov'd by One ſo fair, 
Is to be ble---ſt beyond Compare. 


OH K. 

On my Dear--eft to recline, 

While his Hand is. lock'd in mine ; Ah 

In thoſe Eyes my ſelf to view, A 

Gazing ſtill and ftill on you: Rel 

In thy Arms while thus I'm bleſs d, f 
Of ev'ry Jo---=y I am poſſeſs'd. , 
n 

DRE ADNOUGHT:. 4 a 

| 3 Yo 

SIR, you -muſt learn another Song to J 

Ling; 


Come, came ** Ah. me. ay lerve | | 


| Honour cally, be myſf obey 13., | 
„ Mut. bey, mult, OY | 
5 | Love to Glo---ry, Love to G o ry, 4 
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Love to Glory muſt give Way; 
Love to Glo- ry muſt gi ve Way, 
Muſt give Way. 
Loaden with the Spoils of Sparn, 
[OA Taps triump hant he'll retur---n 
[ again, 


NANCY. 


H ! where will you hurry my Deareſt, 
Say, ſay to what Clime, or what Shore 
You tear him from me, the fin-ce-reſt, 
That ever loy'd Mortal before. 


Ah ! cruel, hard-hearted, to preis bim 
And force the dear Youth from my Arms! 

Reſtore him, that I may carceſs him; 
And ſhield him from future Alarms. 


In vain you inſult and deride me, 
And make but a Scoff at my Woes : 
You ne'er from my Dear ſhall divide me, 

I'll follow where ever he goes, 


Think not of the mercileſs Ocean; 


My Soul any Terror can have : 
For ſoon as the Ship makes its Motion, 


So toon ſhall che Sea be my Grave. 


. | Tavye 


I fear not Sword, or Fire : 


May Guardian Gods protect Thee, 


[ 58 ] 


TRUE-BLUE and NaNncv. 
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AND can't thou leave thy Nancy? 
And quit thy native Shore ? 
It comes into my Fancy, 
I ncer ſhall ſee thee more! 
H x. 
Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spam : 
Let Fear ne'er fill thy Fancy, 
For we ſhall meer again. 
S H E. - 
Amidſt the foaming Billows, 

When thund'ring Cannons roar ; 
You'll think on theſe green Willows, 
And wiſh your ſelf on Shore, 

H x. | 
I fear not Land, or Water ; 
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For ſweet Revenge, and Slaughter, 
Are all that I defire: 
8 ux. 


From Water, Fire, or Steel ! 
And may no Fears affect Thee, 
Like thoſe which pow I feel 
HE. 


[59] 


He. 
J leave to Heav'n's Protection 
My Life and only Dear : 
You have my Soul's Affection, 
So ſtill conclude me here. 


CAREFUL. * 


| BD you're too young to marry 3 
'Tis too ſoon to be a Wife 
Yet a little longer tarry, 

E'er you know the Cares of Life. 
Wedlock is a fickle Station, 

Sometimes Sweetneſs, ſometimes Strife: 
'O! how great the Alteration 

'Twixt the Maiden and the Wife! 


Love and Courtſhip are but ſtupid ; 
Glory has ſuperiour Charms : 
Mars ſhould triumph over Cupid, 
When Bellona calls to Arms. 

As for you, Sir, do your Duty : 
Oh ! were I but young again; 
Id not linger after Beauty, 
But go play my Part with Spain. 


1 2 C H.O- 
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EOS TU 3 


Rizons, rouſe up your Magnanimity, 

Let your Courage now be ſhown ; 

Till proudSpazr ſhall with Puſi-la-xi· mi- ty, 
For «its Inſults paſt attone. 


What your Anceſtors won ſo victoriouſly, 
Crown'd with Conqueſt in the Field; 
Still maintain while your Foes moſt inglo- 
riouſly 

To your juſt Reſentment yield. 


Death, or Victory, now muſt determinate 
All Diſputes with haughty Spain: 
That proud Race we'll entirely exterminate, 

Or be Maſters of the Main, 


Fram 
The Loſs of K. Osy Tm. 
” St. OSYT H's, by the Mill, 


There lives a lovely Laſs : 
Oh ! had I her good Will, 
How gaily Lite would paſs#! 
No bold intruding Care, 
My Bliſs ſhou'd e'er deſtroy ; 
Her Smiles would gild Deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry Joy. 


Like Nature's rural Scene, 
Her artleſs Beauties charm | 
Like them, with Joys ſerene, 
Gur wiſhing Hearts they warm 
Her Wit, with Sweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals ev'ry Senſe away ; 
The liſt'ning Swains around, 
Forget the ſhort'ning Day. 


Health, Freedom, Wealth and Eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are ; 

She gives them Power to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our Care. 

Is there, ye Fates 1 a Bliſs 
Reſery'd my future Care, 

Indulgent hear my With, 
And grant it all in Her. 


[ 62 ] 
The Laſs of the MiLr. 
D ON Gay frſt in Vogue, 
Brought the blythe Molly Mog; 
And he flonriſh'd her Praiſe with his Quill. 
Tis ſtrange that as yet 


The Tot nam Wit 
Never thought of a Neighbouring Mill. 


That the Sea's foaming Juice 
Did Venus produce, 
Let Poets inſiſt on it ſtill; 
I ſtoutly aver, 
That a fairer than her,' 
Took her Riſe from the Froth of the Mill. 


But fay, O ye Nine |! 
How a Nymph ſo divine, 

Could the Lap of a Milkr's Wife fl ; 
Unleſs that ſome God, | 
Stray'd out of his Road, 

And ſet up his Staff in the _ 


In another Diſguiſe 
Alcmena he plies; 
Like Amphyirion, he frolicks his Fill; 
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[ 63 J 
Then why might not Jove, 
As a Cloak for his Love, 


Take upon him the Man of the Mill. 


Once Fund's good Man, 
In the Shape of a Swan, 
Did Leda ſo lovingly bill; 
That Helen ſhe hatch'd, 
Who never was match'd, 
But by the fair Laſs of the Mill. 


Once Homer inflam d, 
An Hundred Tongues claim'd, 
Some arduous Work to fulfill ; 
Let me tell the old Bard, 
This Task was too hard, 
Tho' thou had'ſt all the Clacks of the Mill. 


Then fye, Muſe ! forbear : 
"Tis better by far 

No more of thoſe Charms to reveal, 
Leſt thereby you might 
New Rivals excite, 

And carry more Sacks to the Mill, G. 


With Influence benign, 
Oh | wou'd ſhe incline, 
With my Stars, but to favour my Will; 


. 
So it might be with her, 
Twou'd be Rapture I ſwear, 


And Muſic to live in a Mill, Gc. 


Then, fair One ! be kind; 
Nor with Water, nor Wind, 
Inconſtant turn round with a Wheel; 
Leſt when I am dead, 
It ſhouid truly be ſaid, 
That thy Heart, was rhe Stone of the Mill. 


255444424244... 


A Song out of Co Ms, cal d 
Roſie Wine. 


TF HE wanton God that picrces Heart, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts ; 

But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who baths the Wound with Roſie Wine. 

Noſie Wine, Rojfie Wine, 

Who baths the Wound with Rofie Wine. 


Farewel, Farewel, Lovers, when they're 
+ 5 [ cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoyd : 
Sure the ſqueamiſn Fops are free, 
To rid me of gull Company,  ' 


[ 65 ] 
They have Charms, who mine can pleaſe, 
T love them, but more my Eaſe : 
No jealous Fears my Life moleſt ; 


Nor faithleſs Vows e'er break my Reſt. Se. 


Why ſhould - ----- Why ſhould they cer 
[give us Pain, 


Who to give us Joys dildain : 
All I ask of mortal Man, 
Is to love me while he can, &c. 


SSS SAR RRR SAKASAAA A&A 
T he Celebrated Cuckow Song. 


When Daſies pied, and Violets blue, 
And Ladies Smocks all Silver white; 
And Cuckow Buds, of Yellow Hue, 
Do paint the Meadows with Delight: 
The Cuckow then, on every Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow, Cuckow ! O Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a marry'd Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on Oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks arePloughmens Clocks; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and i. 
AndMazidens bleach their Summer Smocks, 
| K The 


[ 65 J 
The Cuckow then, on every Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men, for thus fings he : 


Cuckow, Cuckow O Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


Two Verſes alluding to the Winter 
Seaſon, belonging to the Cuckow, 
aud written by SHAKESPEAR. 


E Iſicles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his 
| Nail; 
And Tim bears Logs into the Hall, 
And Milk comes frozen home in Pail; 
When Blood is nipt, and Ways be ſoul, 
Then night'y ſings the ſtaring Owl, 
Ju hit, tu li hoo, a merry merry Note, 
Wlile grezly Joan doth keel the Pot. 


When all' aloud the Wind doth blow, 
And Coughing drowns the Parſon's Sow, 
And Birds fit brooding in the Snow, 
And Marian's Noſe looks red and raw 
The roaſted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, 
And nightly fings the ſtaring Owl, 
Tu Whit, tu I bob, a merry merry Note, 
Whilſt greaſy Joan doth keel the Pot. 


A Sone 
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48 ON by Mr. LOWE, in 
As you like it. 


Low, blow thon Winter Wind, 
Thou art not fo unkind, 

Thou art not ſo unkind, 

As Men's Ingratitude : 

Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen ; 

Altho' thy Breath be rude, 

Altho' thy Breath be rude, Ce. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou do'ſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou do'ſt not bite fo nigh, 
As Benefit's forgot. 

Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp ; 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friend remember'd not: 
Thy Sting is not fo ſharp, 
As Friend remember'd not; 
As Friend rememoer'd not. &c: 
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A Favourite SONG. 


Yriilla, like Time, is always flying ; 
She regards not my Tears, nor pity's 
[my fighing ; 
But when ſhe flies from me, 
90 then I complain; 
Nor my Sighs, nor my Tears, 
Can recall her again, 


$00200080S00D000000000 
The ANSWER 


M* Friend, be advis'd ; Old TIE has, 
TOY you know, 
A Lock on his Forehead, Myrtylla below: 
Then if you would have her | 
IO fly you no more 
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: To hold her, like Time, 
| You muſt take her before, 
The 


[ 69 ] 
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1 'B 
Noon-Tide A I R. 


Ou'd you ale he Noon-Tide Air ? 
To yon fragrant Bower repair: 
Where, woven with the Pop'lar Bough, 
The muntling Vine thall ſhelter you. 
Down each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 
Lightly or the moſſy Ground, 

Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 


* 


Round the languid Herds and Sheep, 
Stretch d o'er Sunny Hillocks ſleep; 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe, 
The Fair does all alone repoſe; 

All alone, yet in her Arms, 

Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms j 
Till bleſt, and Bleſſing you ſhall own 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone 


L 7004 
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4 $ 0 N G. 
HO' Bellamira's Heav'nly Charm, 
In blooming Beauty ſhine ; 
Yet Atheiſts will diſpute her Pow'r, 
Becauſe it is Divine: 
But their obdurate Hearts relent, 
When &er ſhe ſtrikes the Lyre ; 
And own there muſt have been a God, 
Such Muſic to iafpire ! 

What Thanks to Bellamira then, 
To whom fuch Pow'r is giv'n, 

To charm our raviſh'd Ears on Earth, 
And fend our Sculs to Heaven. 
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Trick 


En 
Trick upon Trick: 


OR, THE 


VINT NE R 
Out- witted. 
A 
F AR C E. 


As Perform'd by the 
YORK Company 
* * . 
COMEDIANS. 
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Prigted by THoMAs GIN 7, Princes 
and Stationer, from London. 


a ll Filer, : [Mr. SIT R. 


Freeman, ö 
Mir. Mixum, aV mtner, 
Vizard, a Cheat, 
Solomon Smack, a 


A Keeper. * 


S. eee, 


DRAMATIS 


PERSON K. 


Mr. CROFTS. 
Mr. VARROW. 
Mr. WARD. 


Barber's Boy, | Mr. ROBERTSON. 


Sam, a Drawer, 
Conſtable, &c. 


Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 


Mrs. Mixum, the mer dne IAR Row. 
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Trick upon Tric: * 
OR, 1 HE 
Vintner Out-witted, &c. 
03950905925025305 53000 265 
ACS . ScEns. Þ 


Enter Freeman, and Mixum the Vintner; 


Freeman. OW now, Robin Mixum | 
What makes thee in this 

Confuſion? What's the Matter ? 
Mixum. O! Sir, the moſt villanous 
Piece of Roguery,--- not of my own Sir,--- 
but that Rogue of all Rogues, Vigard's 
committing: I'll tell you, Sir, how it was; 


Fat V Villain, Vizard, who has more Tricks 
4 _ 


* 


| _ L 74 ] 
q than a Jugler, and would make an Aſs 
5 Sf the Devil, came to my Houſe one 
Fed Night, and with him a Woman, whom 
be told me he had married, and that ſhe 
3 was a great Fortune; upon which I grew 
Mes extremely civil : He order'd the Cloth to 
1 be laid, which was done while you could 
whiſtle; beſpoke a Supper, which was 
upon the Table in a Trice : He gave me 
a Bill of twenty Pounds, and deſired the 
Money of me; the Goldſmith living too 
1 \ | far to ſend to at that Time, I willing- 
1 ly gave him the Money, took his Bill, 
4 | TA and withdrew : Then enters a blind 
1 Harper, and cries, Do you lack any 
Muſick ? He cries play; the Harper 
uncaſes, the Drawer is nodded out, who 
obeys, believing he would be private 
with the Gentlewoman ; and 'tis Sam's 


Part, you know, Sir, to wink at ſuch 
Things. 


Free, Right, and civil. 


Mix. Well, Sir, having eat the Supper, 
and perceiving none in the Room but 
: the blind Harper, whoſe Eyes Heaven 
KF had ſhut from beholding Wickedneſs, 
* open 
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opens the Caſement to the Street, very 


patiently packs up my Plate, naturally 
thruſts the Woman out of the Window, 


and himſelf, with the moſt acute Dexte- 


rity, leaps after her : The blind Harper 
plays on, bids the empty Diſhes much 
good may do them, and plays on ſtill ; 
the Drawer returns, cries, D'ye call, Sir ? 


But our, alas! the Birds were flown, Sir, 


flown ! Laments were rais'd. ---- 


Free. Which did not pierce the 
Heavens. 


Mix. Sam cries out; my Wife, in the 
Bar, hears the Noiſe; ſhe bawls out, I 
heard her, and thunder'd, the Boys flew 
like Lightning, and all was in Confuſion ; 
my Plate being gone, a nd the Thief after 
it, I bethought me of my Bill, ran. with 
all ſpced to the Goldſmith's to receive my 
Money ; ----- but alas ! the Bill prov'd 


forg'd, I was ſeiz d, Vizard run away, 


my Word wou'd not be taken, I was 
found guilty of Forgery, loſt my Repu- 


tation, and was put in the Pillory for 
being cheated. 


Free. Was it impoſſible to find him? 
L 2 Mix. 
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Mix. Sir, he walks inviſible 3 you 
might as ſoon find Truth in a Gameſter, 
Sincerity in a Lawyer, or Honour in a 
Poet ; he changes his Dreſs and his Lodg- 
ings, as often as a Whote does her Name 
and her Lovers: I'll e'en go home, and 
comſort myſelt and my Wife; and for that 
Rogue Vizard, I hope I ſhall live to 
ſee him hang'd in Hemp of his own 


beating. Exit. 


Free. This is a moſt exemplary Piece 
of juſtice: This Vintner I know to be 
a Knave, one that has Cunning enough to 
cheat all that put Faith in him, and Wit 
enough to avoid the Puniſhment of his 
own Crimes ; but, by the Malignity of 
For tune, is ever ſuffering for other Men's 
Reguery. Ha, here comes the ambo- 
dexterous Knave: I'il avoid him. 

Exit Freeman, 


Scene changes to the Street. 
Enter Vizard.. 
A Pox of all Dice; I with 1 
= forſwear touching A Bcx again 


while I live; ; for what 1 ger by orher 
; Men's 


— 
_ ja * 
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Men's Folly, I loſe by my own : Let me 
ſee ; the Silver Tankard, which I ſtole 
from Mixum the Vintner, (as great a 
Rogue as my ſelf) I fold for five and 
twenty Pounds, which I loſt at Hazard 
in two Hours, and now I don't know 
where to eat: Ncceſſity is the Mother 
of Inveniion ; I have cheared all my 
Acquaintance over and over again, and am 
as poor now as when I was honeſt ; I 
bave but oe poor ſolitary Shilling left. — 


O! here cones a Barber's Boy, his Baſon 


and Razors will purchaſe a Dinner- 
E; ter Solomon. 

How now, my Lad! Waere art thou 
going, ? 
' Sol. To ſhave Mr. Mxum, Sir. 

Viz. Ol that's well; I was juſt going 
to your Maſter's. 

Sol. to my Father's, you mean, I be- 
lieve, Sir ? | 

Viz Ay, right, thy Father's, you are 2 
pretty Boy; I have heard Mr. Mixum, 
my Friend, commend thee much 

Sol. He is my Godfather, Sir, 

| * 
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Viz. Is he, is he? Well, and what 
is thy Name ? 

Sol. My Name is Solomon Smack. 

Viz. A wiſe Boy, 1 aſſure you. 

Sol. Wiſe ! I aſſure ye! they defign'd 
me for a Parſon ; but they ſaid I was 
too witty for that, and they wou'd pur 
me to an Attorney ! Only I would be a 
Barber, 

Viz. Well, Solomon, I was juſt going 
to thy Father's, ro borrow an Apron, 4 
Baſon, and Razors to ſhave Mr, Mixum, 
out of a Frolick ; ſo now I have met 
thee, I'll take thine. 

[ Offers to take em. 

Sol. O dear, Sir, what do you mean? 


Viz. No Harm, my Lad, only a Fro- 


lick ;---- I'll get thee, in the mean time, 
to ſtep to the Sign of the Crown, at the 
End of the Street, and tell the Gentleman 
who waits there for me, I defire him to 


come to me at Mr. Mixum's Houſe ; my 


Name is Trueman, and here is Six-pence 
for thy Pains ; T'll leave thy Baſon and 
Things for thee, at thy Godfather's. 


Sol. 
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Sol. Thank you kindly, Sir; I'll make 


haſte. | [ Exit. 
Viz. So, this happens luckily, by this 
I ger Admittance ro Mixum's Chamber, 
and if I can fix my Birdlime Fingers 
upon any Thing that's moveable, I'm 
ilu-e my Conicience won't fly in my 
Face; I take more Peaſure in cheat- 
ing that Rogue, than any Body I know; 
and if I don't ſhave him now, I ſhall 
lay my Wit and my Razors are both 
very blunt. 


Scene Changes. Enter Mixum and 
| his Wife 


Wif. It is right, I aſſure you, juſt 
two and forty Pounds, 
[ Lays the Money on the Table. 


Mix. Well, I'll ſend home the Punch- 
Bowl; I muſt go to taſte ſome Wines 
that are juſt landed, but I ſhall be at 
home at Supper. 

Wif. Truly, Hutband, I do begin to 
diſlike this Vocation of our's: We do 
cheat moſt abomigably ; and truly I ſpeaks 
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it with Grief, and to the pricking of 
my Conſcience. | 

Mix. Prithee, peace Woman , what 
have we to do with Conſcience ? Don't 
we keep a Tavern ? It is Time enough 
ro talk of that when we have got an 
Eſtate : Go, go, mind your Buſineſs, 


mend the Matter, and Score falſe with a2 


Vengeance: How, now !| Who are 
you ? 
Euter Vizard, like a Barber. 
Viz, T am Journey-man to Mr, Smack, 
your Barber, and am come to ſhave 
you. 
Mix. Pray, What's your Name ? 


Viz. Timothy Truth. 


Mix. A very good Name : But where 
is my God-ſon ? He us'd to ſhave me. 
Vis. He's gone to ſhave Mr. Grub, 
the Lecturer; but my Maſter fear'd you 
might be in haſte, and therefore lent me 
to ſhave you. Will you be pleas'd to 
fit down ? i 
[He ſits, Vizard puts the ſh aving- 
Cloath round his Neck.] 
Mix. And how long have you been 


2 Barber ? 5 
N Viz, About 
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Vis. About a Year, - Sir. 

Mix. Then you did not ſerve your 
Time to it ? 

V;z. «No, Sir, but I am willing to do 
any Thing for an honcſt Livelibood: A 
wagging Hand, you know, Sir, gets a 
Penny. Mating a Lather. 

Mix. A good ingenious Fellow. 

Viz. Yes, Sir, I have nothing elſe to 
truſt to. 

Mix. What were you bred to ? 

Viz. The Sea, Sir I was an Apprentice 
to a Captain of a Merchant-man, 

Mix, How came you to leave the Sea ? 

Viz, IIl-luck, Sir, 

Mix. What was it? = 

Vi. What the Devil muſt I fav now ? 

[ 4/ice. 
Why, Sir, in my firſt Voyage, we met 
with three Alzerine Pirates, which we 
made all the Sail from we cou'd, but be- 
ing deep laden, found it impoſſible; and 
I having heard the Miſeries thoſe Men 
go through, that are made their Slaves, 
T choſe rather to run the Hazard of be- 
ing drowned, than made their Priſoner; 
and 1o prevail d upon the Cooper of 
. "7 dur 


LY ; ö 
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dur Ship, to Barrel me up in an Oatmeal 
Cask, with ſix Biſcakes, clap a ſtrong Cork 
in the Bung-hole, and fling me over 
Board, which he immediately did ; ------ 
there was I toſt upon the Seas, for eight 
Days together, till I was almoſt ſtarv'd, 
for I had nothing but theſe fix Biſcakes 
to live on : At laſt, as Fortune would 
have it, a Dutch Man of War, failing 
along, and ſpying a Barrel, floating on the 
Sca, they Mann'd out their Long-Boar, 
and brought me a-board. ----- I was fo 
fainr, for want of Air and Victuals, that I 
was not able to ſpeak ; but I heard em 
diſputing what it was that ſhou'd be in the 
Barrel: One faid, it was Beef; another 
faid, it was Butter; and a Third aid, it 
was Oatmeal: At laſt the Cooper was 
call'd ro beat out the Bung, which he 
did, and let out ſuch a Fume, that they 
all concluded it ſtunk like the Devil : At. 


laſt one of the Sailors putting in his. 


* Hand to feel what it was, I whipt his 
Fore-finger and Thumb in my Mouth, and 


bit 'em cleyer off ; (for you muſt” | 
know I was curſed hungry) with "thag | 


che F ellow roar d out, it was che Perl - 


— L 
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the Cooper clap'd the Bung into the Bar- 
rel, and tols'd me over-board again 


Mix. Odſlid, that was ill Luck in- 
deed ! — How did'ſt thou 00 at 
laſt ? 


Fiz. By meer Providence: I fail'd a- 
bout the Sea, in this Barrel, for twelve 
Days more, and had nothing to live on 
but the Man's Fore-Finger and Thumb.--- 
Hold up your Head, Sir. 

Mix. Twelve Days, O Pox, that could 
not be, Tim, 


Viz. Tis true as I'm an honeſt Man at 
laſt I found I was flung a-ſhore by the Tide ; 
and thinking to my ſelf I might as well 
be drown'd as ſtarv'd, ( for by this Time, 
you muſt know I had not ſo much as a 
Nail of the Man's Finger and Thumb 
left) I ſtruck out the Bung, and putting 
my Head out for a little freſh Air, found 
J was caſt a-ſhore in Green land; imme- 
diately, Sir, I ſpy'd a white Fox come 
gallopping down to the Seaſide, with that 
I whip'd my Head into the Barrel again, 
knowing it to be a Beaſt of Prey. 

| M 2 | Mix. 
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Mix. A white Fox ! How big was this 
white Fox ? ; 
Viz. Somewhat bigger than a large 
Flanders Mare, Sir, and down he came 


to the Barrel, ſo ſmelling where about 1 


was, he rygai'd like a Lion, 
Mix. Huw ? A Fox roar like a Lion! 


Viz. But as Providence wou'd have it 
that verv Moment, a Fly ſtung him in 
the Buttocks, he turn'd round to rub 
hintelt againſt the Barrel, his Tail laying 
over the Bung-hole, I clap'd faft hold on't 
with both my Hands ; the Fox, frighten'd 
at that, fell a gallopping as if the Devil 
was at his Tail, and drew the Barrel, with 
me in it, over Hedge and Ditch, for three 


and twenty Miles together. 


Mix. Tim, you diaw a long Bow, 
Tim | 

Viz, But, at laſt, jumping into a Wood, 
and running full ſpeed between two Trees, 
that ſtood very cloſe together, ſtav'd the 
Barrel all to Pieces, away run the Foxz 
and out came I. 


Mix. O Tim ! this muſt be a Gun, 
Tim ! 
Viz, 


hy — wt A 


1 
Vis Every Word true, or I wiſh 1 
may never ſhave again. 


Mix. Nor I neither ; for I think 
you ſhave moſt damnably. 


Viz. So, Sir, I travell'd to the Port, 


where I met with an Engliſh Veſſel, and 


ſhip'd my ſelf a Paſſenger, and came 
home in her : ----- Shut your Eyes, or 
my Ball will make em ſmart. 


Mix. Ay, Ay, — I find you have 
been a great Traveller: Was you ever 


in the Popiſh Countries ? 


Viz, In moſt Parts of Italy, Sir : I am 
acquainted with all the Monaſteries. 


was once treated very handiomly. by an 


old Monk with a delicate Haſty-Pudding, 
made of the Milk of St. Luke's Cow, and 
thicken'd with a Pound of the Chaos. 


Mix. O | Pox, Tim, you talk Uſe 2 
Traveller, now, indeed ! 


Via. Why, I hope you don't think I 

lye, Sir? 5 
Mix. Think ! I know you tell me 2 

Lye. 


quities 


Viz. Pray ſhut your Eyes, Sir: — 01 bs - 
a there are abundance of vencrable Antis ⸗ 
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quities in all their Churches: Why, Sir, 


I, my ſelf, ſaw the very Shoes in which 
St. IN ATIus walk'd bare-foot to Feru- 
ſalem : Nay, Sir, I ſaw the Horſe-ſhoe of 
the Horſe, that begot the Mare, that fal'd 
the Foal, that was the Horſe, that brought 
the Man, that knew the Man, that law 
our Lady of Loretto's Chapel, fly from 
Judea into Italy. 

Mix. Truly, Tim, that's a Horſe-ſhoe 
of Quality : A pleaſant Fellow, faith. 

Viz. O! Sir, it is renown'd for doing 
Miracles; tis the very firſt Horſe-ſhoe 
that ever kept Witches out of a Houſe.---- 


wile Man, ----- I muſt leave the Vintner 
in the Suds. ---- Alas. 
[ Takes the Bag off the Table, 
and runs off 
Mix. O! Pox, this muſt be a . damn'd 
Lye, Jim. ---- Come, make hafte, tho: 
Ha, ha, ha, I can't help laughing, to 
think what a Bead-roll of Lyes thou haſt 
told off-hand, with thy white Fox, thy 


thy wonderful Horſe-ſh2e ; thou doſt not 
uke me to be ſuch an Aſs to believe al 


Take Time by the Fore-lock, ſays the 


Haſty-Pudding made of the Chaos, and 


n 


| UII 

this, fare ? Why don't you ſhave me? 
Why, Timothy, I ſhall be blind with 
winking. - Otte's, only ſharp' ning his 
Razor, for twas very blunt before. 


Tim, why Tim. — O! Lord, my Heart 


* n 


miſ- gives me: Why, Wife, — 
O the Devil, my M oney $ gone | ! 
Wy" * — Wiſe, — | 


Wi. Why, he is gone,. are not 
vou trim'd, then, ? - 


Mix. Trim'd ! Yes, I am trim'd with 


1 off the Table ? 
Mis Not I, as Tm an | bonelt Woman. 
„„ Mx. 0. Lone wink'd to ſome 
„e : 


— 
— 
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Dur Solomon 


8 Pray, Godfacher, give me your 
I 5 7 ey. 
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1 17. W What's "the Ads with. and; 
Husband, you make ſuch a. Noile: „ 


Mix. Where's the Barber Pr 47 


a Vengeance Did 885 take the Mo- 
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Mix. My Bleſſing! Damne ye ! where's 
your Father's Man ? 

Sol. My Father has no Man, Sir. 

Mix. My Money, my two and Forty 
Pounds are gone ! Who was it trim'd 
me, you Dog ? 

Sol. T'don't know, indeed, Sir; a Gen- 
tleman met me, as I was coming to you 
and borrow'd my Baton and Razors, as 
he ſaid, for a Frolick. 

Mix. A Pox of his Frolick ; this muſt 
be that Rogue Vigard; who the Devil 
cou'd have ſuſpected him in a Barber's 
Skin? Sbud it I catch him, I'll ſtrangle 
him with my own Lands. 


Wif. Nay good honeſt-hearted * 


have Patience. 
7 


Mix. Patience with a Pox to you! 


Yes, that was the Doctrine you preach'd 
when I caught Alderman Stranafaſt, and 


your Ladyſhip upon the red Squ ab Couch, 


in the Maiden-head ; Patience with a 
Devil ! | 
FWif. Good Huſband take Comfort, I'll 


Play the Devil but III recover it; then 


have 


have 
ſcori 
fetch 

M; 
have 
got 
well, 
Accc 
I ba 
the ] 
and | 
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have a good Conſcience Robin, tis but 
ſcoring double for a Week, and thai will 
fetch it up agai?, 

Mix. O Wite, Wife, I thought I ſhon'd 
have had ſuch Luck to Day, becanſe I 
got out of Bed backwards this Mcrning 3 
well, Fil laugh, make merry, caſt up my 
Accompts, and then go hang my lelf : 
I have been ſhav'd, finely trim'd indeed | 
the Devil run away wich the white Fox, 
and the Barber together, ( Exeunts 


Scene the Street. Euter Vizard. 


Viz. There is a Fate, I think, attends 
Men of my Vocation, that what we ex» 
tract from Fools, and undeſigning Perſops, 
by the Curſe of Deſire, is generally apply'd 
to the Uſe of ſome inſolent Whore, 
Ha ! here's fome Prey ſtirring ; Ill 
lie cloſe, and obſerve. [ Retires 


Enter Mixum, and the Goldſmith's Prene 
tice with 4 Silver Punch- Bool. 


Mix, Be ſure you take a perticular 


Cure of it, deliver it into my Wite s 


own Hand, for I am terribly afraid of 
N that 


—— 
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that Rogue Vizard, he's a cunning Fel- 
low, and able to cheat ihe Devil; nay, 
to my Knowledge, he has made an Aſs 


of a Lawyer, and cucumvented a Stocx- 


Jobber, ----- But if ever I catch him, 
Z----ds, III play the Devil with him. 


"(The Prentice and Mixum go of 
EY ſeverally.) 


. Viz. The Fox grows fat when he's 
cnrs'd ; VI thave you ſmoother yet, 
my Friend Mixum, my Mouth waters 
for that Punch-Bowl: If I were to bite 
a poor Poet, or a penurious Parſon, who 
for want of Learning had but one zood 
Meal in a Forinight, it were a Sin ; 
but to ſtrip this baſe Jumbler of Ele- 
ments, I hold it meritorious, and will 
draw a Lot for the Plate without the 
Fear of a Halter before my Eyes. 


[ Exit, 

Scene changes. Enter Mrs. Mixum with 
. a Punch-Bowl, and the Prentice. 

Wite. Well, Jarvis, remember me to 

your Maier aud Miſtreis, and tell em I 


acknowledge 


1 * + . 
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1 acknowledge the Recept, of this. Ac. 
knowledge the Recept ! this 'tis to have 
2 good Education, and to be brougat up 


in a Tavern; tho' my Huſband be a Ci- 
tizen, all London knows I keep as goud 
Company as any She within the Walls.-- 
Farewell honeſt Jarvis. 
Exit the Prentice. 

Enter Vizard, dreſi like a Golaſmith's 
Prentice, with a Jole of Salmon. 

Viz. A fair Hour to you, Miſtreſs. 

Wif. A pretty Compliment : I'll write 
it down : A beautiful Thought to you, 
Sir. 

Viz. Your Huſband and my Maſter, 
Mr. Burniſh, have ſent you a Jole of 


freſh Salmon, and they intend to come both 
to Supper preſently, to ſeaſon your. new 


Bowl, forſooth, which your Huſband 
intreats you would ſend back by me, 
that his Arms may be engraven on it 
which he forgot before. 

Wif. Are you ſent by no Token? 
N ay, I have a Wit. 

Viz. Yes forſooth, by the ſame Token 


he e was left in the Suds this Morning. 
e Wife. 
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wit A fad Token, but true ; here 
pray commend me to your Maſter and 
Nittel, and tell dem I expect em im- 
patiently: Exit Vizard with the Bowl } 
Imvatient was well again ! Sam, Sam, 
why Sam ſay. es a Ls 


Enter Sam. 
| Sam. Here, here forſooth. 


Hif. Come quick]y, ſpread. the Table, 
lay Napkins, and do you hear, perfume 
the Room a little, it does ſo ſmell of this 
profane Tobacco ; and I cou'd never en- 
dure Tobacco; fincs Mr. Tickletext told 
me it was an Enemy to Propagation, — 
80 {pread hanifomly --- Lord thele Boys 
do things ſo Arſy varſy vou ſhew your 


breeding So Methodically. —— Hum 11 


Wonder where 1 got that Word ! O, it 
was Sir John Empty bid me kiſs him 
Methodically ; well he's a fine Gentleman, 
and every Thing he does | is excremental- 
ty ſweet : There's another fine Word--= 
: well, I have Memory. | 

f d Enter Mr. Mixum. 

ix. Well, Robin Mixum. be not "aid 
courag d. be not diſhcarmed, thou wilt re. 
rover all. b Wi, 


C 


„e 
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. O, are you come Husband ! Where 


are they 1 


Mix. How now, how now, how now ? 
Wat a Feaſt going forward! And in my 


private Farlour 1 Who Treats Peg, who 
"1 reats ? 


if. Prithee leave Fooling, are they 
come ? 


Mix. Who come? 
Wit. Lord how ſtrange you make it! 
Mix. Strange, what's ſtrange ? «---- Is 


the Woman mad ? 


wif. Ay, ſtrange : : You know of no 
body chat ſent me Jole of Freſh-Salmon, 
do you ---- and faid they'd come to Supe 
per with me ? 


20 


Mix. Ha! Freſn- Salmon Peace, not 


I ; Peace, the Meſfenger has miſtaken 


the Houſe : Let's eat it up quickly before 


it be enquir'd for; — Come, come, 
Vinegar, quickly Sam ſome good Luck, 
yet faith --- I never taſted Sa mon that 
relich d better iu my Life —- yell, tis a 
pare chung to feed at other Mews Colt. 
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Mie. Other Men's Coſt | Prithee don't 
turn Fool; did not you ſend this Sal- 
mon ? 

Mix. No, I fay, No. 

if. By Mr Burniſo's Man? 

Mix. I ſay, No. 

Fife. Who ſent Word that he and 
his Wife wou'd come to Supper with 
me ? 

Mix. No, No, No. [| Eats heartily, 

Tfe. And handſel my new Bowl? 

Mix. Ha, Bowl! | 
[ Lays down his Knife, ana ſtarts. 

Wife. And withal, commanded me to 
{nd the Bowl back? 

Mix. Ha, Back | 

Wife. That your Arms might be pr 
on't ? 

Mix. O01! 

Wife. By the ſame Token that you 
were left in the Suds this Morning ? 
Mix. O, O, 01 

Þ| ife. And thereupon I ſent back the 


2 — — I and Ibear not the Blame 
Mixes 


©£ alba, Ae erg, - 


e 


PPP 


rr 


r 


4 Lo 


Mix. gad is the Bowl gone ? Is it 


delivered? Departed. ? Defunct ? Ha? 


| Wiſe. Delivered Les ſure, tis deliver d. 
Mix. I will never more ſay my 
Prayers; and is the Bowl gone ? 


Wife, Gone! Heaven's my Witnefs I 


deliver'd it, with no more Defign to 
be cozen'd on't than the Child that's 


ui:born. 


Mix. Look to my Houſe, rm Une ; 


ed with evil Spirits: Hear me, thou 
Plague to Man, thou Wite thou: If I 


have not my Bowl again, I will go to 


the Devil; I'll go to a Conjurer, look 
to my Houſe ; I'll raiſe all the wife- 
Men in London. Exit. 


Wif. Bleſs me, what fearful Words 

are theſe! I hope he's only drunk. 
Enter Vizard as before. 

Viz. I muſt have my Salmon, I 
cannot afford the old Rogue ſo good a 
Bit: I muſt have it to ſeaſon my Punch: 
Now for a Maſter - piece fair Miſtreſs= 


Wife. O, have I caught you! Sam 
. hut up the Door b Sam. 


. 6 wet 
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Fiz. Peace good Miſtreſs, III tel you 
all; a Jeſt, a meer Jeſt ; your Huſband 
did it only to fright you: The Bowl's 
at my Maſter's ; and thitber your Huſ- 


band's gone, and has ſent me in all 
Haſte, leaſt you ſhould be over-frighted, 
to invite you to come to Supper to 


hun. 


Iv ife. Praiſe Heaven tis no ad - 
but he did not do well, I was never 
ſo ſcar'd in the whole varſal World; 
he has put every Part about me in a 
Conſtellation. 


Viz And he defires you would ſend 
the Salmon before, and follow your ſelf; 
my Miſtreſs will be very glad to ſee 
you. 

Wife. I pray take it; well, I was 
never ſo out of my Wits in my 
Life, —— pray thank your Miſtreſs, 


{| Exit. Viz, with the Salmon. |] How my 


Heart beats ftill ! --- Sam, ſend Betiy 
with my Hood, my Gloves, and Scarf 


quickly — well, if I had been thus co. 


zen'd of my Bow!, I ſhould never haye 
been complibus mentus again: 


Enter, 


- 


F 
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Enter Mixum. 
Mix. How now, whither are you 
jaunting, ha? 

Wif. Come, come, pray leave off your 
Fooling; you might have made nie miſ- 
carry. 

ix, What unuſual Devil has poſſeſt 
the Woman? 

Wif. Devil, me no Devil, Wil you go ? 

Mix Go! Whither ? in the Name of 
| Madneſs, whither ? 

mi, Whither ? Why to Mr. Burniſt? 5; 
to eat the Salmon; how ſtrange you make 

of it! 

Mix. Your Meaning, Jade, your Means 
ing ſy 

Wi if. Lord bleſs me | Did not you ſend 
for me, and for the Salmon, by the ſelf- 


| ſame Fellow that came for the Bowl ? 
Mix. Tis well! *Tis wonderous well! 


And are you in your tight Wits, Jade ? 

Are you ? 
Wif. Nay if you make an Aſs of me, LI 
make an Ox of you, I tell you that. ¶ Exit. 
Mix. Certainly I muft be Diiſtracted, 
ot my Wife is — or both of us, — 
O Well, 


— 


— — 
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Well, I'll never Pray again, that's cer- 
tain ; it Heaven forget to proſper Knaves, 
the Cicy's like to thrive ---- I'll go hang 
my 1elf out of the Way. {| Ext. 
Scene changes to the Street. 
Enter Vizard, 


Viz. No Prey ſtirring ? Sure the Devil 


is about extraordinary Buſineſs ; for I 
never yet had an Inclination to be wick- 


ed, that he was backward of ſending 
an Opportunity 
Enter a Fidler, with a Cloak on. 
Ha, here comes a Fellow, he looks by 
his Cloak, to have Money in his Breeches 
T muſt have a knock at his Pate to get 
into his Pocket. 


[ Knocks him down, 

Fid. Oh — Murder. 

Vis. What the Devil have we here * 
A poor Fidler! A Pox on him, I took 
him for a Gentleman ; I gueſs, by his 
Profeſſion, he has as little Money as Under- 
ſtanding, - I thonght ſo, —— a crook'd 
Sixpence, — | Feels in his Pocket ] a 
P.cce ot Rozen, and two Yards of Cat- 
gut; ; but let me ſee, here's a Cloak for 


my 
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my Knavery. [ Takes the Cloak, and Exit. 
Fid. O, dear Heart, the Rogue has 
kill'd me; he has make a ſoft Place in 
my Had; w ſtop Thief, ſtop Thief, 
ſtop Thief, * [ Exit, 


Enter Mixum, meeting Vizard in a Cloak, 

Mix. So, that ſhou'd be my Arch-rogue, 
Vizard, — have I caught you at lait ? 
I'll make you an Example. | Takes hold 
of his Cloak —— be flips away, and 
leaves the Chak with Mixum. ] 'Odlo, 
the Dog has ſlip'd out of his Caſe ; 
but J have got a good Cloak by the Bar- 
gain, that's ſomewhat towards my Loflcs.- 


[ He puts on the Cloak. 

Euter Fidler, Conſtables, and Watchmen. 

Tid. Stop Thief, ſtop Thief, — O, Mr. 
Conſtable, there's the Rogue, he has got 
my Cloak upon his Back. 

Con. Scize him. | 

Mix. How, now, Gentlemen! What's 
the Matter ? 

Con. Why, you have robb'd a Man 


upon the King's-High-way, 
Mix, Why, ſure the Fellow's a Fool. 
9 2 Fid 


wo - 


L 160 J 
Fid . No, he is not, but he's a Conſt able, 
and that's all one; that's my Cloak, ard 


I will take my Oath, that you came be- 


hind me, knock d me down, and run a- 
way with it upon your Back ; ard ſo, 
Mr. Conſtable, 1 charge you*to carry him 
before a Juſtice, | 

Con. Come, bring him along. 

Mix. This damn'd Fellow, Vixard, is 
certainly my evil Genius. — Now ſhall 
[ be hang d for his Roguery. 


[ Exeunt Onnes: 


The End of the Firſt ACT, 
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A. 8 
Scene Newgate. 
Enter Mum, Mrs. Mixum, Freeman, 
and Keepers. 
Mix. W HA, and is there no Hopes 
of a Repreive for me ? 

Keep. No, bir, here's a good Man come 
to prepare you for Cother World. 

Mix. Ay, dear Heart, then I am in a 
bad way indeed. 
Enter Vizard, as a Presbyterian Parſon ; 

and My. Freeman. 

Viz. Friend, I was acquainted of thy 
Misfortune by thy Worthy and Labori- 
| ous Paſtor, Mr Zachariah Zealous, who 
| now lieth on a fick Bed ; but having a 
| great Concern for thy future Happineſs, 

hath ſent me to give thee ſome whole- 
| ſome and {jirituval Advice; to be as it 


were A Staff unte thee, for to take a 
great 


ow 4 


102 ] 


great Leap, — us it were — thou 


know'ſt not whither. 

Mrs, Mix. Well, Hucband, 
very comfortable Man. | 

Mr. Mix. He is ſo ; but good Mr. 
Sauctity, leave my Soul a little while to 
it ſelf, and let me have ſome of your 
Canncil concerning my Body ; I owe 
Ir. Burniſb, the Goldimith, Forty Pounds; 
and ſuppoſe now, when I am going to 
Execution, he ſhould be ſo unneighbourly 
to ſet a Serjeant on my Back : 

Viz. Ah, trouble not your ſelf, my 
Chriſtian Brother, with tranſitory Things, 
dut have an Eye to the main Chance. 
| Picks his Packet. |] 

Free. See, the Parion is picking the Fel- 
low's Pocket; but Ill detect him by and by. 

Viz. Vil warrant your Shoulders, ---- 
bat as for your Neck, — Plinius Se- 
cumdus, or Marcus Tuilius Cicero, or 
ſomebody ſays, that a threetald Cord 
is hardly broken, 

Mix. A very learned Man, this, --- 
well, I'm not the fuſt honeſt Man 
that has been hang'd ; and I hope in 
Heaven, ſhall not be the laſt, 
bl Mrs. Mix, Ah, Huſband, I little 
W - thought you ſhou'd have had Need 


19 
it to 
74 : a 


this is a 
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to have thought of Heaven fo ſoon. --- 
Oh, ---- if you had been hang'd de- 
lervedly, it would never have vex'd me 
for many an innocent Man has been 
hang'd deſervedly, but to be caſt a- 
way for nothing; Oh, Oh, Oh! 

Viz. Comfort your ſelf, good Miſtreſs; 
moderate Grief is decent, you will 
ſhortly be a Widow, and I will come 
and viſit you, and give you Chhriſtian 
Conſolation. | 

rs, Mix. Thank you kindly, Sir, 

you ſhall be heartily welcome to my 

Houſe by Day or by Night. (turning 
to her Husband. ) 

Do they or we, my Dear, the 

Halter finu ? 

Mr. Mix. They, to be ſure, this Govern- 

[ment is kind, 

(He cries . But 0 — Woman, Wo- 

man, why doſt thou ask ſuch a Que. 

ſtion — They find the Halter, to be ſure. 

Mrs. Mix. Nay LI could not tell, but 
J brought one along with me, for fear 
Of the worſt, ( Pulls a Halter out of 
ber Packet. ) O, Robin, thou haſt been 
a dear pood Huſband to me, and I 
was not willing you ſhould want tor 
any Thing I cou'd help you to. 
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Mr. Mix. O, thank you kindly, dear Peg, 
Mrs. Mix. 1 beſpoke it of my Neigh- 
bour Thong, - the Collar- maker, and gave 
him a ſtrict Charge to make it a 
ſtrong, one; he ſent it you upon his 
Word, and ſaid he could not have 
made a ſtronger if it _ been for 
his own Wile. 

Mr. Mix. O Dear, he's 2 kind Man. 
and I am mightily beholden to all my 
Friends that are ſo ready to ſerve 
me at this Time, 

Mrs. Mix. O my poor dear Husband, 
J can't bear the Loſs of you - I ſhall, 
I ſhall break my Heart ; O, I wiſh, I 
wiſh I were to be hang'd in your Room. 

Mr. Mix. O, my Dear, I wiſh you 
were with all my Hearr ; but I have 
been a great a Sinner, and can't expect 


ſuch Mercy; that wou'd be a Happineſs-- 
---; Well, 1 do here make Confeſſion 


of all my Sins, before thefe good Peo- 
ple, and do delare, — tl.at if I owe 
any Man any thing I do heartily for- 
give. him; and if any Man owes me 
any thing, let him pay my Wife. 
Viz, Very good, | 
A Mr. Mix, 
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Mr. Mix. But, Sir, there is one 
Thing lies upon my Concience a lit- 
tle, I can't tell whether it be a Sin 
or no; you muſt know at the lak 
Election for the City, I ſold my Vote 
twice over, to both Parties, and poll'd 
tor neither. becauſe I wou'd not diſo- 
blige any of my Cuſtomers ; tho' if it 
be a Sin, there are a great many of 
my Brother Livery-Men as guilty as 
my ſelf, 

Viz. Repentance, Repentance is the. 
only Thing. 

Mr. Mix. Here Peg, here are the 
Writings of that Rogue YVizard's E- 
ſtate, who has brought me to this un- 
timely End, --- dear, Writings. to me! 
Take care of 'em,; and now, good 
Voke-fellow, take Leave of thy honeſt 
Huſband. 

Mrs, Mix. Ne, and pleaſe the Lord, 
I'll not leave you now till I fee ou 
hang'd firſt. 

Viz. Ha, my Writings, now for a 
Trick of Dexterity, to retrieve thoſe, 
and I am a Man again — | Aide. 
But, Brother, you muſt have been a 
Broacher of prophane Veſſels, you have 


mage. as drunk with the Juice of tho 
P | Whorg 


— 
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Whare of Babylon; for whereas, good 


x Ale, Perry, and Metheglin, were the . 
; True, Ancient, Briti/h and Trojan Li- v 
; quors, You have brought in Popery, c 
meer Popery, French, and Spaniſh Wines, L 
to Subverſion, Staggering, and Over- k 
1 throwing of many a good Proteſtant 2 
A Sabet. ] 
= - Free. Ha, Mr, Hypocrite, have we 
caught you? Mixum, he has [Picks t 
ber Pocket, | pick d thine and thy Bo. 
Wiſe's Pocket. 
Viz, Dear Sir, endeavour to ſave my _ : 
Life, and Pl tell you all, ! 
Mr. Mix. O Rogue, Rogue, Rogue FI 
Why wou'd you have been fo wicked Wn, 


to have taken away my Life ? 

Jig. To tell you the plain Truth, 
Sir, I believe I ſhou'd have let you 
been hang'd, before I had told of my 
ſelf; but conſider you had put me in 
a Condition of hanging or ftarving.--- 

Enter a Keeper. 

Keep. Mr. Mixum, here is a Pardon 
come down for, you. 

Mr. Mix: Ab, Heayen be thank d. but 


now Rogue I think I Ne you upon 
the we. 


Free, 


I 

Free. Come Mixum, this good News 
ſhou'd ſtop all Relentment ; beſi les ir 
were pity to hang the poor Fellow; 
conſider he was born a Gentleman, and his 
Diſhoneſty was partly owing to your own 
Knavery, you unjuſtly kept the Mort- 
gage of his Eſtate from hun ; and the 
Fellow muſt eat. 

Mr. Mix. Well, I will not proſecute 
the Rogue this Time, tho' I know 
he'll be hang'd at laſt. 

Viz. I thank you, Sir, but I'll dif- 
appoint your Propheſy, if poſſible: Deſ- 
perate Diſeaſes mult have deſperate 
Cures; I'll een marry, and fee if 
that will fave me from the Gallows. 

Mr. Mx. Say you ſo, why then to 
turn you honeſt, and make you amends 
for the Injuſtice I have done you, III 
give you my Daughter for a Wife, and 
a Thouſand Pounds to maintain her; 
tis beſt to capitulate with the Knave, 
or he'll rob me of as much as her 
Fortune comes to, and I {hall have 

the Girl to maintain till, 
VNV. What lovely Nancy ! A warm 
Girl, faith, and kiſſes luſhouſly'; Sir, I-ac- 


Nope of your Propoſal. 23 
P 2 Mr. Mix, 
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Mr. Mix. Then here's the Mortgage + 
of your Eſtate to bind the Bargain; ang 
I'll, leave off my Trade, and ſet thee up 
in my Houſe-; your Reputation is good 
enough to keep a Tavern; beſides, I'll ger 
you choſe a Common-Council-man in. a 
little time; and whep you axe in the Herd, 
your former Roguery will quickly be for- 
got ; and ſo walk in, and take your Girl 
by the Hand, and lead up to the old 
Gentleman in Black. A 05 Rl 
Viz. Farewell my Troubles, and my Follies all, 
Reaſon returns, ana Il attend its Call. 
Virtue and Love are now together join'd, 
And ſhew me where I may true Pleaſure find $ 
Thus all who'd happy be, JI here proclaim, 
Myſt turn Love's Converts, and their Vice reclaim. 
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